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ACTI. SCENE I. 


v STLL A's Gnosr. 
08 T thou not feel me, Rome? Not. yet? 
N Is Night 

a So _ on thee, and my weight fo 


4 * 


/ ; N I i ht? 
* J 8 * * = 
Can 9e Ghoſt ariſe within thy Walls 


Leſs threat ning than an Earthquake, the 
quick falls 

Of thee and thine ? Shake not the frighted Heads 

Of thy ſteep Tow'rs? Or ſhrink to their firſt Beds? 

Or, as their Ruin the large Böer fills, 

Make that ſwell up, and drown thy ſev'n proud Hills ? 

What SKep 7s this doth ſeize thee ſo like Death, 

And is not it? Wake, feel her in my Breath: 

Behold I came, ſent from the Styg:an Sound, 

As a dire Vapour that had cleft the Ground, 

J ingender with the Night, and blaſt the Day; 

Or like a Peſtilence that ſhould diſplay 

Infection through the World: Which thus I do. 
[Di/covers Catiline in his Study. 

Pluto be at thy Counſels, and into 

Thy darker Boſom enter Sy//a's Spirit: 


All that was mine, and bad, thy Breaſt inherf. 


A 4 Alas, 


8 CaT1iLINE 
Alas, how weak is that for Catiline ! 
Did I but fay { vain voice!) all that was mine? 
All that the Gracchi, Cinna, Marius would, 
W hat now, had I a Body again, I could, 
Coming from Hell, what Fiends would wiſh ſhould be, 
And Hannibal could not have wiſti'd to ſee, 
Think thou, and practice. Let the long hid Seeds 
Of Trea'on in thee now ſhoot forth in Deeds 
Ranker than Horror ; and thy former FaQs 
Not fall in mention, but to urge new Acts: 
Conſcience of them provoke thee on to more: 
Be ſtill thy Inceſts, Murders, Rapes before 4 
Thy Senſe ; thy forcing firſta Yea! Nun; 5 
Thy Parricide, late, on thy own only Son, 
After his Mother, to make empty way | 
| For thy laſt wicked Nuptials ; worſe than they 
| That blaze that act of thy inceſtuous Life, 
| 
| 


. Which got thee at once a Daughter and a Wife. 
J leave the Slaughters, that thou didſt for me, 
Of Senators; for which, I hid fer thee 


Thy Murder of thy Brother, (being ſo brib'd) E 

| And writ him in the Liſt of my proſcrib'd. 4 
| After thy Fact, to fave thy little ſhame : I 
| Thy Inceſt with thy Siſter, I not name A 
| Theſe are too light: Fate will have thee purſue 1B 
Deeds, after which no Miſchief can be new; 11 

The Ruin of thy Country: Thou were built © WMA 

For ſuch a work, and born for no leſs guilt. A 
What though defeated once thou'ſt been, and known, A 

Tempt it again: That is thy act, or none. V 

What all the ſeveral Ills that viſit Earth, 10 
(Brought forth by Night with a ſiniſter birth) . 

Plagues, Famine, Fire, could not reach unto, $ Cl 

The Sword, nor Surfeits ; let thy Fury do: As 

Make all paſt, preſent, future Ill thine own; 101 

And conquer all Example in thy one. By 

Nor let thy thought find any vacant Time 0 

To hate an old, but ſtill a freſher Crime 1 
Drown the remembrance: Let not Miſchief ceaſe, IF 


But 


WW 


CATILIN E. 


But while it is in puniſhing, increaſe. 

Conſcience and Care die in thee; and be free 

Not Heav'n itſelf, from thy Impiety: 

Let Night grow blacker with thy Plots, and Day, 

At ſhewing but thy Head forth, ſtart away | 
From this half-ſphere: And leave Rome's blinded Walls 
T” embrace Luſts, Hatreds, Slaughters, 1 — 

And not recover Sight till their own Flames 

Do light them to their Ruins. All the Names 

Of thy Confed' rates too be no leſs great 

In Hell than here: . That when we would repeat 

Our ſtrengths in muſter, we may name you all, 

And Furies upon you for Furies call. 

Whilſt what you do may ſtrike them into fears, 

Or make them grieve, and wiſh your Miſchief theirs, 


8 CENE N 
Catiline Solus. 


Cat. It is decree'd. Nor ſhall thy Fate, O Rome, 
Reſiſt my Vow. Tho' Hills were ſet on Hills, 
And Seas met Seas to guard thee, I would through : 
Pd plough up Rocks, ſteep as the Alps, in Duſt; 
And lave the Tyrrhene Waters into Clouds; 
But I would reach thy Head, thy Head, proud City ! 
The Ills that I have done cannot be ſafe 
But by attempting greater; and I feel 
A Spirit within me chides my ſluggiſh Hands, 
And ſays, they have been Innocent too long. 
Was I a Man bred great as Rome herſelf ? 
Once form'd for all her Honours, all her Glories ? 
Equal to all her Titles? That could ſtand 
2 Cloſe up with Atlas, and ſuſtain her Name 
As ſtrong as he doth Heaven? And was I, 
Of all her Blood, mark'd out for the repuiſe 
By her No- Voice, when I ſtood Candidate 
Too be Commander in the Pontick War? 
I will hereafter call her Stepdame ever: 


If ſhe can loſe her Nature, I can loſe 
=. = Ag | My 


—— — — — my A 1— 


| 
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My Piety ; and in her ſtony Entrails 

Dig me a Seat ; Where I will live again, 

The labour of her Womb, and be a burden 
 Weightier than all the Prodigies and Monſters 

That ſhe hath teem'd with, fince ſhe firſt knew Mars. 


SCENE I. 


Catiline, Aurelia. 


Cat. Who's there? Aur. Tis I. Cat. Aurelia? 
Aur. Yes. Cat. Appear, 
And break like Day, my Beauty, to this Circle : 
Upbraid thy Phebzs, that he is fo long 
In mounting to that point, which ſhould give thee 
Thy proper ſplendour. Wherefore frowns my Sweet ? 
Have I too long been abſent from theſe Lips, 
[ He kifſeth them. 
This Cheek, theſe Eyes? What is my treſpaſs? Speak. 
Aur. It ſeems you know, that can accule your elf. 
Cat, I will redeem it. 
Aur. Still you ſay ſo. When? 
Cat. When Oreſtilla, by her bearing well 
Theſe my Retirements, and ftoln Times for Thought, 
Shall give their Effects leave to call her Queen 
Of all the World, in place of humbled Rome. 
Aar. You court me now. ; 
Cat. As I would always, Love, 
By this Ambroſiack Kiſs, and this of Nectar, 
Wouldſt thou but hear as gladly as I ſpeak. 
Could my Aurelia think 1 meant her leſs; 
When, wooing her, I firſt remov'd a Wife, 
And then a Son, to make my Bed and Houſe 
Spacious and fit t' embrace her? Theſe were Deeds 
Not t have begun with, but to end with more 
And greater: He that, building, itays at one 
Floor, or the ſecon', hath ereficd none. 
"'T'was how to raiſe thee I was meditating ; 
To make ſome act of mine anſwer thy Bee 
That Love, that when my State was now quite ſunk, 
| Came 
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Came with thy wealth, and weigh'd it up again, 
And made my emergent Fortune once more look 
Above the Main; which now ſhall hit the Stars, 
And ſtick my Oreſtilla there amongſt em, 

If any Tempeſt can but make the Billow, 

And any Billow can but lift her Greatneſs. 


But I muſt pray my Love, ſhe will put on 


Like Habits with my ſelf. I have to do 

With many Men and many Natures. Some 

That muſt be blown and ſooth'd; as Lentulus, 
Whom J have heav'd with magnifying his Blood, 
And a vain Dream out of the S:5y/s Books, 

That a third Man of that great Family 

Whereof he is deſcended, the Cornelii, 

Should be a King in Rome : Which I have hir'd 
The flatt'ring Augurs to interpret him, 

Cinna and Sylla dead. Then bold Cerhegus, 
Whole Valour I have turn'd into his Poiſon, 

And prais'd fo into daring, as he would 

Go on upon the Gods, kiſs Lightning, wreſt 
The Engine from the Cyc/ps, and give fire 

At face of a full Cloud, and ſtand his Ire, 

When I would bid him move. Others there are, 
Whom Envy to the State draws, and puts on 
For Contumelies receiv'd, (and ſuch are ſure ones) 
As Curius, and the forenam'd Lentulus, 

Both which have been degraded in the Senate 
And muft have their Diſgraces till new rubb'd, 
To make em ſmart, and labour of Revenge. 
Others whom mere Ambition fires, and dole 
Of Provinces abroad, which they have feign'd 
To their crude hopes, and I as amply promis'd: 
Theſe, Lecca, Vargunteius, Beſtia, Autronius. 
Some whom their Wants oppreſs, as th' idle Captaing 
Of Sylla's Troops: And divers Roman Knights 
(The profuſe waſters of their Patrimonies) 

So threaten'd with their Debts, as they will now 
Run any deſp' rate Fortune for a Change. 


Theſe for a time we muſt relieve, Aurelia, 
And 


. 
.F 
F 
# 
1 
1 
j 
1 
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Who's that? It is the Voice of Lentulus. 


* 
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And make our Houſe the Safeguard : Like for thoſe 
That fear the Law, or ſtand within her gripe, 
For any act paſt, or to come. Such will 
From their own Crimes be factious, as from ours. 

Some more there be, ſlight Airlings will be won 

With Dogs and Horſes, or perhaps a Whore ; 

Which muſt be had: And if they venture Lives 

For us, Aurelia, we muſt hazard Honours 

A little. Get thee ſtore and change of Women, 

As I have Boys; and give *em time and place, 

And all connivence : Be thy ſelf, too, courtly ; 

And entertain, and feaſt, fit up, and revel ; 

Call all the great, the fair and ſpirited Dames 

Of Rome about thee: And begin a faſhion 

Of Freedom and Community, Some will thank thee, 
'Tho' the ſowr Senate frown, whoſe Heads muſt ake 
In fear and feeling too. We muſt not ſpare 

Or coſt or modeſty. It can but ſhew 

Like one of Funo's, or of Fove's diſguiſes, 

In either thee or me: And will as ſoon, 

When things ſucceed, be thrown by, or let fall, 

As is a Veil put off, a Viſor chang'd, 

Or the Scene ſhifted in our Theatres—— 

[A noiſe without, 


— 


Aur. Or of Cethegus. 
Cat. In, my fair Aurelia, 
And think upon theſe Arts. They muſt not ſee 
How far you're truſted with theſe Privacies ; 
'Tho' on their Shoulders, Necks, and Heads you riſe. 


SCENE IV. 


Lentulus, Cethegus, Catiline. 


:Lent. Tt is, methinks, a Morning full of Fate! 
It riſeth lowly, as her ſullen Care 
Had all the Weights of Sleep and Death hung at it ! 


She is not roſie- finger'd, but ſwoln black! 


Her Face is like a Water turn'd to Blood, 


And 
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And her ſick Head is bound about with Clouds, 
As if ſhe threaten'd Night ere Noon of Day! 
It does not look as it would have a Hail 
Or Health wiſh'd in it, as on other Morns. 
Cet. Why, all the fitter, Lentulus: Our coming 
Is not for Salutation, we have Buſineſs. 
Cat. Said nobly, braveCethegus. Where's Autronius 2 
Cet. Is he not come? 
Cat. Nor here. 
Cet. Not Vargunteius? 
Cat. Neither. 7 
Cet. A fire in their Beds and Boſoms, 
That ſo will ſerve their Sloth.rather than Virtue, 
They are no Romans, and at ſuch high need 
As now. Len. Both they, Longinus, Lecca, Curiu:'y 
Fulvius, Gabinius, gave me Word laſt Night, 
By Lucius Beſtia, they would all be here, 
And early. 
Cet. Yes? As you had I not called you. 
Come, we all ſleep, and are meer Dormice; Fli:s 
A little leſs than dead: More dulneſs hangs 
On us than on the Morn. We're ſpirit-bound 
Jn Ribs of Ice; our whole Bloods are one Store ; 
And Honour cannot thaw us, nor our Wants, 
Tho' they burn hot as Fevers to our States. 
Cat. I muſe they would be tardy at an Hour 
Of ſo great Purpoſe. 
Cet. If the Gods had call'd 
Them to a Purpoſe, they would juſt have come 
With the ſame 'Tortoiſe ſpeed ; that are thus ſlow 
To ſuch an Action, which the Gods will envy, 
As asking no leſs Means than all their Pow'rs, 
Conjoin'd, t'effect. I would have ſeen Rome burnt 
By this time, and her Aſhes in an Urn: 
The Kingdom of the Senate rent aſunder ; 
And the degen' rate talking Gown run frighted 
Out of the Air of tay. 0 
Cat. Spirit of Men! 
Thou Heart of our great Enterprize! How much 
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Jo ferry over the ſad World that came: 
The Bodies that thoſe Souls were frighted from; 4 
Whoſe Fight and Fear had mix'd them with the Dead. 
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I love theſe Voices in thee ! 
Cet. O, the Days 
Of Hlla's Sway, when the free Sword took Leave 
To act all that it would! 
Cat. And was familiar 
With Entrails, as our Augurs. 
Cet. Sons kilPd Fathers, 
Brothers their Brothers. 
Cat. And had Price and Praiſe. 
All Hate had Licence given it; all Rage reign'd. 
— — beſtrid the Streets, and ſtretch'd him 
f : 
To ſeem more huge; whilſt to his ſtained Thighs 
The Gore he drew flow'd up, and carried down 
Whole heaps of Limbs and Bodies through his Arch. 
No Age was ſpar'd, no Sex. 
Cat. Nay, no Degree. | 
Cet. Not Infants in the Porch of Life were free. 
The Sick, the Old, that could but hope a Day 
Longer by Nature's Bounty, not let ſtay. 
Virgins, and Widows, Matrons, pregnant Wives, 
All died. Cat. Twas Crime enough, that they had Lives. 
To ſtrike but only thoſe that could do hurt, 
Was dull and poor. Some fell to make the Number, 
As ſome the Prey. Cet. The rugged Charon fainted, 
And ask'd a Navy, rather than a Boat, 


The Mays and Dens of Beaſts could not receive 


And ev'n the Graves were fill'd with Men, yet living, I 


Cat, And this ſhall be again, and more, and more! 
Now Lentulus the third Cornelius, 
Is to ſtand up in Rome. Len, Nay, urge not that 
Is ſo uncertam. Cat. How! Len. I mean not clear'd, 
And therefore got to be reflected on. 

Cat. The Silyls Leaves uncertain? Or the Comments 
Of our grave, deep, divining Men not clear? 


Len. All Prophecies, you know, ſuffer the __ 
PEE ati 
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Cat. But this already hath confeſs'd, without; 
And ſo being weigh'd, examin d, and compar'd, 
As *twere malicious Ignorance in him 
Would faint in the Bel:ef. Len. Do you believe it? 

Cat. Do I love Lentulus, or pray to ſee it? 

Len. The Augurs all are conſtant, I am meant. 

Cat. They had loſt their Science elle. 

Len. They count from Cinna. 

Cat. And Sylla next, and ſo make you the third; 
All that can ſay the Sun is ris'n, mult think it. 

Len. Men mark me more of late, as I come forth. 

Cat. Why, what can they do leſs ? Cinna and Sylla 
Are ſet and gone; and we mult turn our Eyes 
On him that is and ſhines. Noble Cz7hegus, 

But view him with me, here! He looks already 

As if he ſhook a Sceptre o'er the Senate, 

And the aw'd Purple dropp'd their Rods and Axes: 
The Statues melt again, and Houſhold Gods 

In Groans confeſs the Travels of the City: 

The very Walls ſweat Blood before the Change; 
And Stones ſtart out to Ruin, ere it comes. 

Cet. But he, and we, and all are idle ſtill, 

Len. I am your Creature, Sergius; and whate'er 
The great Cornelian Name ſhall win to be, 

It is not Augury, nor the Sig Books, 

But Cati/ine, that makes it. Cat. I am Shadow 

To honour'd Lentulus, and Cethegus here, 

Who are the Heirs of Mars. Cet. By Mars himſelf, 
Catiline is more my Parent ; for whoſe Virtue 

Earth cannot make a Shadow great enough, 

Though Envy ſhould come too. O, there they are. 
Now we ſhall talk more, though we yet do nothing. 


To them.] Autronius, Vargunteits, Longinus, Curinus, 
Lecca, Beſtlia, Fulvius, Gabinius, &c. 


Aut. Hail, Lucius Catiline. Var. Hail, noble Sergius. 

Lon. Hail, Publius Lentulus. 

Cur. Hail, the third Cornelius. 
a Lec. 
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Lec. Caius Ce thegus, Hail. 
Cet. Hail, Sloth and Words, 


Inſtead of Men and Spirits. Cat. Nay, dear Caia. | 


Cet. Are your Eyes yet unſeal'd ? Dare they look Day 
In the full Face? Cat. He's zealous for th' Affair, 
And blames your tardy coming, Gentlemen. 
Cet. Unleſs we had fold our ſelves to Sleep and Eaſe, 
And would be our Slaves Slave:—Caz. Pray you forbear. 
Cet. The North is not fo ſtark and cold. 
Cat. Cethegus — 
Beſ. We ſhall redeem all, if your Fire will let us. 
Cat. You are too full of Lightning, noble Caius. 
Boy, fee all Doors be ſhut, that none approach us 
On this part of the Houſe. Go you, and bid 
The Prieſt, he kill the Slave I mark'd laſt Night, 
And bring me of his Blood, when I ſhall call him: 
Till then, wait all without. Var. How is't Autronius 2 
Aut. Longinus ? Lon. Curius ? Cur, Lecca ? 
Var. Feel you nothing? 
Lon. A ſtrange unwonted Horror doth invade me, 
I know not what it is? Lec. The Day goes back, 
Or elſe my Senſes! Cur. As at Atreus' Feaſt ! 
IA Darkneſs comes over the Place, 
Ful. Darkneſs grows more and more ! 
Len. The Veſtal Flame, I think, be out. 
Gab. What Groan was that? A Groan of many People 
Cet. Our Phant'ſies is heard under Ground. 
Strike Fire out of our ſelves, and force a Day. | 
Aut. Again it ſounds ! 
Be/. As all the City gave it ! 
Cet. We fear what our ſelves feign. 
Var. What Light is this? [4 fery Light appears. 
Cur. Look forth. Len. It ſtill grows greater! 
Len. From whence comes it ? 
Lon. A bloody Arm it is, that holds a Pine 
Lighted, above the Capitol! and now 
It waves unto us! Cat. Brave, and ominous ! 
Our Enterpriſe is ſeal'd. Cet. In ſpite of Darkneſs, 
That would diſcountenance it. Look no more; 
We 
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We loſe time and our ſelves. To what we came for, 
Speak, Lucius, we attend you. Cat. Nobleſt Romans, 
If you were leſs, or that your Faith and Virtue 

Did not hold good that Title, with your Blood 

T ſhould not now unprofitably ſpend 

My ſelf in Words, or catch at empty Hopes, 

By airy Ways, for ſolid Certainties. 

But ſince in many, and the greateſt Dangers 


4 I ſtill have known you no leſs true than valiant, 


And that I taſte in you the ſame Affections, 

To will or nill, to think Things good or bad, 

Alike with me, (which argues your firm Friendſhip) 

J dare the boldlier, with you ſet on Foot, « 

Or lead, unto this great and goodlieſt Action. 

What I have thought of it afore, you all 

Have heard apart. I then expreſs'd my Zeal 

Unto the Glory ; now, the Need enflames me. 

When I forethink the hard Conditions 

Our States muſt undergo, except in time : 
We do redeem our ſelves to Liberty, | 
And break the iron Yoke forg'd for our Necks : 

For what leſs can we call it, when we ſee hb 
The Commonwealth engroſs'd ſo by a few 

The Giants of the State, that do by turns 

Enjoy her, and defife her ? All the Earth, 

Her Kings and Tetrarchs are their Tributaries ; 

People and Nations pay them hourly Stipends 3 

The Riches of the World flow to their Coffers, 

And not to Rome's. While (but thoſe few) the reſt, 
However great we are, honeſt, and valiant, 

Are herded with the Vulgar, and fo kept, 

As we were only bred to conſume Corn, - 

Or wear our Wool; to drink the City's Water; 
Ungrac'd, without Authority, or Mark ; 

Trembling beneath their Rods: To whom (if all 
Were well in Rozie) we ſhould come forth bright Axes. 
All Places, Honours, Offices are theirs, 

Or where they will confer em: They leave us 


The Dangers, the Repulles, Judgments, Wants ; 
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Which how long will you bear, moſt valiant Spirits! 
Were we not better to fall once with Virtue, « 
Than draw a wretched and diſhonour'd Breath, 


To loſe with Shame, when theſe Men's Pride will laugh: ] 


J call the Faith of Gods and Men to queſtion, 
The Power is in our Hands, our Bodies able, 
Our Minds as ſtrong; o' th* contrary, in them 


All Things grown aged, with their Wealth and Years: 4 


There wants but only to begin the Buſineſs, 
The Iſſue is certain. Cet. Lon. On, let us go on. 
Cur, Beſ. Go on, brave Sergius. 
Cat. It doth ſtrike my Soul, 
{And who can ſcape the ſtroke, that hath a Soul, 
Or but the ſmalleſt Air of Man within him?) 
To ſee them ſwell with Treaſure, which they pour 
Out in their Riots, eating, drinking, building, 
I. in the Sea! plaining of Hills with Vallies, 
And raiſing Vallies above Hills! whilſt wWe 


Have not to give our Bodies Neceſſaries, 


They have their change of Houſes, Manors, Lordſhips; 
We ſcarce a Fire, or a poor Houſhold Lar / 

They buy rare Atick Statues, Brian Hangings, 
Epheſian 2 ures, and Corinthian Plate, | 
Attalick Garments, and now new. found Gems, 

Since Pompey went for Aa, which they purchaſe 

At Price of Provinces ! The River Pha/is 


Cannot afford 'em Fowl, nor Lucrine Lake 


Oyſters enough: Circe's too is ſearch'd, 

To pleaſe the witty Gluttony of a Meal! 

Their ancient Habitations they neglect, 

And ſet up new; then, if the Echo like not | 
In ſuch a Room, they pluck down thoſe, build newer, 
Alter them too ; and, by all frantick Ways 

Vex their wild Wealth, as they moleſt the People, 
From whom they force it! Yet they cannot tame 
Or overcome their Riches! not by making 

Baths, Orchards, Fiſh-pools, letting in of Seas 
Here, and then there forcing them out again 


With mountainous Heaps, for which the Earth hath loſt 


Molt 
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Moſt of her Ribs, as Entrails; being now 
Wounded no leſs for Marble, than for Gold ! 
We, all this while, like calm, benumb'd SpeQators, 
Sit till our Seats do crack, and do not hear 
The thund'ring Ruins; whilſt at home our Wants, 
Abroad our Debts, do urge us; our States daily 
Bending to bad, our Hopes to worſe ; and what 
Is left, but to be cruſh'd ? Wake, wake, brave Friends, 
And meet the Liberty you oft have wiſh'd for. 
Behold, Renown, Riches, and Glory court you. 
Fortune holds out theſe to you, as Rewards. 
Methinks, (tho' I were dumb) th' Affair itſelf, 
Th' Opportunity, your Needs, and Dangers, 
With the brave Spoil the War brings, ſhould invite you. 
Uſe me your General, or Soldier ; neither 
My Mind nor Body ſhall be wanting to you: 
And, being Conſul, I not doubt t' effect 
All that you wiſh, if Truſt not flatter me, 
And you'd not rather fill be Slaves than free. 
Cet. Free, free. 
Lon. "Tis Freedom, 
_ Cur. Freedom we all ſtand for. 
Cat. Why theſe arenoble Voices! Nothing wants then, 
But that we take a ſolemn Sacrament, 
To ſtrengtheu our Deſign. Cet. And fo to act it. 
Deferring Hurts, where PoW'rs are fo prepar'd. 
Aut. Yet, ere we enter into open Act, 
(With favour) 'twere no loſs, if it might be inquir'd, 
What the Condition of theſe Arms would be ? 
Var. I, andthe means to carry us through ? 
Cat. How, Friends! 


Think you that I would bid you graſpthe Wind, 
Or you call toth' embracing of a Cloud? 


Put your known Valours on ſo dear a Buſineſs, 


And have no other ſecond than the Danger, 


Nor other Garland than the Loſs ? Become 
Your own Aſſurances. And for the Means, 
Conſider, firſt, the ſtark Security | 

The Commonyealth is in now; the whole Senate 


Sleepy, 


Sleepy, and dreaming no ſuch vi'lent Blow; | 4 


Their Forces all abroad; of which the greateſt, 

That might annoy us moſt, is fartheſt off, 

In Aſia, under Ponpey; thoſe near hand, 

Commanded by our Friends; one Army in' Spain, 

By Cneius Piſo ; th' other in Mauritania, 

By Nucerinus ; both which I have firm, 

And faſt unto our Plot. My ſelf then ſtanding 

Now to be Conſul, with my hop'd Colleague 

Caius Antonius, one no leſs engag'd 

By's Wants, than we; and whom I've Power to melt, 
And caſt in any Mould. Beſide, ſome others, 

That will not yet be nam'd, (both ſure, and great ones) 
Who, when the Time comes, ſhall declare themſelves 
Strong for our Party; ſo that no Reſiſtance 

In Nature can be thought. For our Reward then, 
Firſt, all our Debts are paid ; Dangers of Law, 
Actions, Decrees, Judgments againſt us, quitted ; 

The rich Men, as in Sy//a's times, proſcrib'd, 

And Publication made of all their Goods: | * 
That Houſe is yours; that Land is his; thoſe Waters, 
Orchards, and Walks, a third's ; he has that Honour, 
And he that Office: Such a Province falls 

To Vargunteius; this t' Autronius; that 

To bold Cethegusz Rome, to Lentulus. 

You ſhare the World, her Magiſtracies, Prieſthoods, 
Wealth, and Felicity, amongſt you, Friends; 

And Catiline your Servant. Would you, Curius, 
Revenge the Contumely ſtuck upon you, 

In being removed from the Senate? Now, 

Now is your time. Would Publius Lentulus 

Strike for the like Diſgrace ? Now is his time. 

Would ſtout Longinus walk the Streets of Rome, 

Facing the Prætor? Now has he a time 

To ſpurn and tread the Faſces into Dirt, 

Made of the Uſurers and the Lictors Brains. 

Is there a Beauty, here in Rome, you love ? 
AnEnemy you would kill ? What Head's not yours ? 


- - Whoſe Wife, which Boy, whoſe Daughter, of what —_ 
at 


ö 
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That th' Husband, or glad Parents, ſhall not bring 
And boaſting of the Office ? Only ſpare mo 
Your ſelves, and you have all the Earth beſide, 

A Field to exerciſe your Longings in. 

J ſee you rais'd, — read your forward Minds 

High in your Faces. Bring the Wine and Blood 

You have prepar'd there. Lon. How ! 

Cat.. I have kill'd a Slave, | 
And of his Blood caus'd to be mixt with Wine. 
Fill every Man his Bowl. There cannot be 
A fitter Drink to make this Sanction in. 

Here I begin the Sacrament to all. 
O for a Clap of Thunder now, as loud 
As to be heard throughout the Univerſe, 


; To tell the World the FaQ, and to applaud- it. 
ge firm, my Hand; not ſhed a drop, but pour 


Fierceneſs into me with it, and fell Thirſt 
Of more and more, till Rome be left as bloodleſs: 


As ever her Fears made her, or the Sword. 


And when I leave to wiſh this to thee, Step-dame, 
Or ſtop t' effect it, with my Powers fainting, 


So may my Blood be drawn, and ſo drunk up, 
As is this Slave's. Lon. And ſo be mine. Len. And mine, 


Aut. And mine. Var. And mine. 

Cet. Swell me my Bowl yet fuller. [They drink, 

Here I do drink this, as I would do Cato's, 

Or the new Fellow Czcero's, with that Vow 

Which Catiline hath given. Cur. So do J. 
Lec. And I. Be/. And I. Ful. And I. Gab. And all of 

us. | 
Cat. Why now's the Buſineſs ſafe, and each Man 
ſtrengthen d. | 
irrah, what ail you? [ He ſpies one of his Boys 
Pag. Nothing. Be/. Somewhat modeſt. mot anſwer 
Cat. Slave, I will ſtrike your Soul out with my Foot, 
Let me but find you again with ſuch a Face: 
ou Whelp— B/ Nay, Lacius. Cat. Are you coying it, 
When I command you to be free, and general 
To all? Bf. You'll be obſerv'd. Cat. Ariſe, and __ 
| at 
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But any leaſt Averſion in your Look, 

To him that boards you next, and your Throat opens. 
Noble Confederates, thus far is perfect. 

Only your Suffrages I will expect 

At the Aſſembly for the chuſing Conſuls, 

And all the Voices you can make by Friends 

To my Election. Then let me work out 

Your Fortunes, and mine own. Mean while, all reſt 

Seal'd up, and filent, as when rigid Froſts 

' Have bound up Brooks and Rivers, forc'd wild Beaſts 

Unto their Caves, and Birds into the Woods, 

Clowns to their Houſes, and the Country ſleeps ; 

That, when the ſudden Thaw comes, we may break 

Upon 'em like a Deluge, bearing down 

Half Rome before us, and invade the reſt 

With Cries, and Noiſe, able to wake the Urns 

Of thoſe are dead, and make their Aſhes fear. 

The Horrors that do ſtrike the World, ſhould come 

Loud, and unlook'd for; till they ftrike, be dumb. 
Cet. Oraculous Sergius Len. God-like Catiline ? 


CHORUS. 


NN nothing Great, and at the Height,. 
Remain jo long, but its own Weight 
Will ruin it? Or is't blind Chance, 
That flill defires new States to advance, 
And quit the old? Elſe why nuſ Rome 
Be by it ſelf now overcome ? 
Hath foe not Foes enow of thoſe 
Whom ſhe hath made ſuch, and encloſe 
Her round about? Or are they none 
E xcept ſhe firſt become her own ? 
O wretchedneſs of greateſt States, 
. To be obnoxious to theje Fates ! 
That cannot keep what, they do gain; 
And what they raiſe ſo ill ſuſtain ! 
Come now is Miſtreſs of the whole 
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Warld, Sea and Land, to either Pols; 
And even that Fortune will deftroy 

The Pow'r that made it: She doth joy 
So much in Plenty, Wealth, and Eaſe, 
As now th' Exceſs is her Diſeaſe. 

She builds in Gold, and to the Stars, 
As if ſbe threaten'd Heav'n with Wars ; 
And ſeeks for Hell in Quarries deep, 
Giving the Fiends, that there do keep, 
A hope of Day. Her Women wear 
The Spoils of Nations in an Ear, 
Chang'd for the Treaſure of a Shell; 
And in their loſe Attires do favell, 


More light than Sails, when all Winds play : 


Yet are the Men more looſe than they; 7 

More kemb'd, and bath'd, and rubb d, and trimm d, 

More fleek, more ſoft, and ſlacker limb d; 

As proflitute ; ſo much, that Kind 

May feek it . there, and not find. 

They eat on Beds of Silk and Gold, 

At Iv ry Tables, or Wood fold 

Dearer than it; and leaving Plate, 

Do drink in Stone of higher Rate. 

They hunt all Grounds, and draw all Seas, 

Faal every Brook and Buſh, to pleaſe 

Their wanton Taſte ; and in requeſt 

Have new and rare Things, not the beſt. 
Hencg comes that wild and vaſt Expence, 

— ra —— Rome's Virtue thence, 

ich fample Poverty fir made: 

And < 64 ahi —— | 

Her State, with eating Avarice, 

Riot, and ev'ry other Vice. 

Decrees are bought, and Laws are fold, 

Honours, and Offices, for Gold; 

The Peoples Voices, and the free 

Tongues in the Senate, bribed be. 

Such ruin of her Manners Rome 

Deth ſuffer new, as ſhe's become 


(Without 
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( Without the God's it ſoon gatnſay) 
Bath her own Spoiler, and own Prey, 
So, Aſia, art thou cru lh ev/n 
With us, for all the Blows thee giv'n; 


When cue, whoſe Virtue conguer d thee, 
Thus, by thy Jices, ruin'd be. 


* 4 by [ood ESE 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Fulvia, Galla, Servant. 


El. Hoſe Rooms do ſmell extreamly. Bring my Glaſs, 
And Table hither, Galla. Gal. Madam. Ful. Loox 
Within, in my blue Cabinet, for the Pearl 
J bad ſent me laſt, and bring it. 
Gal. That from Clodins ? 
Ful. From Caius Cæſar. You're for Chdius fill, 
Or Curius. Sirrah, if Quintus Curius come, 
J am not in fit mood; 1 yy nn 
Give warning ſo without. Gal. Is this it, Madam? 3 
Ful. Yes, help to hang it in mine Ear. Gal. Believe me, 
It is a rich one, Madam. Ful. I hopeſo: 7 
It ſhould not be worn there elſe. Make an End, 4 
And bind my Hair up. 
Gal. As 'twas Yeſterday ? 
Ful. No, nor t'other Day, When knew you me 
Appear two Days together in one Drefling ? 
Gal. Will you ha't in the Globe or Spire ? 
Ful. How thou wilt; 
Any way, ſo thou wilt do it, good Impertinence. 
Thy Company, if I ſlept not very well es M 
A- nights, would make me an errant Fool, with Queſtions, © 
Gal. Alas, Madam —— _ | 
Ful. Nay, gentle, half o th'Dialogue, ceaſe, 
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Gal. I do it indeed but for your Exerciſe, + 
As your Phyſician bids me. Ful. How ! does he bid you 
To anger me for Exerciſe? Gal. Not to anger you, 
But ſtir your Blood a little: There's difference 
Between luke warm and boiling, Madam. Fal. Tous! 
She means to cook me, I think. Pray you, ha' done. 
Gal. I mean to dreſs you, Madam. Ful. O, my 
Be Friend to me ! Off ring at Wit too? Why, Galla / 
Where haſt thou been? | 
With thy poor innocent ſelf ? 
Gal. Wherefore, ſweet Madam? | 
Ful. Thus to come forth, ſo — Wit-worm ? 
Gal. It pleaſes you to flout one. I did dream 
Of Lady Sempronia—— Ful. O, the Wonder's out, 

That did inſect thee? Well, and how? Ga. Methought 
She did diſcourſe the beſt—— | F 
Ful. That ever thou heard'ſt? Gal. Yes: | 

Ful. In thy Sleep ? Of what was her Diſcourſe ? | 

Gal. Of the Republick, Madam, and the State, 
And how ſhe was in debt, and where ſhe meant 
To raiſe freſh Sums : She's a great Statelwoman ? 

Ful. Thou dream'ſt all this? 

Gal. No, but you know ſhe is, Madam; 


And both a Miſtreſs of the Larin Tongue, 
And of the Greet, Ful. I, but I never dreamt it, Galla, 
As thou haſt done; and therefore you muſt pardon me, 


Gal. Indeed you mock me, Madam. Fu/. Indeed, no. 


Forth with your learned Lady. She has a Wit too? 


K A very IN Ful. A She Critick, Galla? 
222 in , and make quick Jeſts, 
Modeſt, or otherwiſe ? 
Gal. Yes, Madam. Ful. She can ſing too? 


And play on Inſtruments? Gal. Of all kinds, they ſay. 


Ful. And doth dance rarely? Gal. Excellent! So well, 


As a bald Senator made a Jeſt, and ſaid, 


*T 'was better than an honeſt Woman need. 
Ful. Tut, ſhe may bear that. Few wiſe Womens honeft- 


Gal. 
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Gal. She's liberal too, Madam. 
Ful. What ! of her Mony, or her Honour, pr'y thee 
Gal. Of both; you know not which ſhe doth ſpare leaſt. 
Ful. A comely Commendation. 
Gal. Troth, 'tis pity ſhe is in Years. 
Ful. Why, Galla? Gal. Forit is. 
Ful. O, is that all? I thought thou'dſt had a Reaſon. 
Gal. Why, ſo I have. She has been a fine Lady; 
And yet ſhe dreſſes her ſelf (except you, Madam) 
One of the beſt in Rome; and paints and hides 
Her Decays very well. Ful. They ſay, it is 


Rather a Viſor, than a Face, ſhe wears. 


Gal. They wrong her verily, Madam ; ſhe doth ſleek 
With Crums of Bread and Milk, and lies a-nights 
In as neat Gloves But ſhe is fain of late 
To ſeek, more than ſhe's ſought to, (the fame is) 
And ſo ſpends that way. 
Ful. Thou know'ſt all ! but Galla, 
What ſay you to Catiline's Lady, Oreffilla? 
There is the Gallant! Ga/. She does well. She has 
Very good Sutes, and very rich ; but then 
She cannot put 'em on ; ſhe knows not how 


To wear a Garment. You ſhall have her all 
Jewels and Gold ſometimes, fo that her ſelf 


Appears the leaſt part of herſelf. No, in troth, 
As I live, Madam, you put 'em all down 
With your meer ſtrength of Judgment, and do draw too 
The World of Rome to follow] You attire 
Your ſelf ſo diverſly, and with that Spirit ! 
Still to the nobleſt Humours ! They could make 
Love to your Dreſs, altho' your Face were away, they ſay. 
Ful. And Body too, and have the better Match on't. 
Say they not ſo too, Galla? Now ! What News 
Travels your Count'nance with? 
Ser. If't pleaſe you, Madam, 
The Lady Sempronia is lighted at the Gate. 
Gal. Caſtor, my Dream, my Dream. 
Ser. And comes to ſee you. 


Gal. For Venus ſake, good Madam, ſee her. Ful. Peace, 
AS . e 
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The Fool is wild, I think. Gal. And hear her talk, 
Sweet Madam, of State-matters, and the Senate. 


SCENE II. 
Sempronia, Fulvia, Galla. 


Sen. Fulvia, good Wench, how doſt thou? 
Ful. Well, Sempronia. 
Whither are you thus early addreſt ? Sem. To ſee 
Aurelia Oreftilla. She ſent for me. 
J came to call thee with me ; wilt thou go? 
Ful. I cannot now, in troth ; I have ſome Letters 
To write, and ſend away. Sem. Alas, I pity thee. 
I have been writing all this Night (and am 
So very weary) unto all the Tribes, 
And Centuries, for their Voices, to help Catiline 
In his Election. We ſhall make him Conſul, 
I hope, amongſt us. Craſſus, I, and Cz/ar 
Will carry it for him. Ful. Does he ſtand for't ? 
Sem. He's the chief Candidate. Fu/.Who ſtands beſide ? 
(Give me ſome Wine, and Powder tor my Teeth. 
Sem. Here's a good Pearl, in troth. Ful. A pretty one. 
Sem: A very Orient one! ) There are Competitors, 
Caius Antonius, Publius Galba, Lucius 


Caffius Longinus, Quintus Cornificius, 


; | Caius Licinius, and that Talker Cicero. 
1 But Catiline and Antonius will be choſen ; 


For four of the other, Licinius, Longinus, 


4 Galba, and Cornificius, will give way: 
And Cicero they will not chuſe. Ful. No? why? 


Sem. It will be croſs'd by the Nobility. 
Gal. (How ſhe does underſtand the Common Buſineſs ! ) 
Sem. Nor were it fit. He is but a new Fellow, : 


An Inmate here in Rome, (as Catiline calls him) 


And the Patricians ſhould do very ill 


f To let the Conſulſhip be ſo defil'd 


As't would be, if he obtain'd it! A mere Upſtart, 
That has no Pedigree, no Houſe, no Coat, 


Sex, 
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Sem. Hang Virtue ; where there is no Blood, tis Vice, 
And in him Sawcinels. Why ſhould he preſume 
To be more learned, or more eloquent, 
'Than the Nobility ? or boaſt any Quality 
Worthy a Nobleman, himſelf not noble? 
Ful. * Twas Virtue only, at firſt, made all Men noble. 
Sem. I yield you, it might at firſt, in Rome's poor Age, 
When both her Kings and Conſuls held the Plow, 
Or garden'd well : But now we have noneed 
To dig, or loſe our Sweat for't. We have Wealth, 
Fortune, and Eaſe ; and then their Stock to ſpend on, 
Of Name, for Virtue ; which will bear us out 
*Gainſt all new Comers, and can never fail us, 
While the Succeſſion ſtays. And we muſt glorify 
A Muſhrom ? one of Yeſterday ? a fine Speaker 
»Cauſe he has ſuck' d at 4thers? and advance him, 
To our own loſs ? No, Fulvia; there are they 
Can ſpeak Greek too, if need were. Ceſar, and I, 
Have fate upon him; ſo hath Craſſus too, 
And others. We have all deerecd his Reſt, 
For rifing farther. Gal. Excellent rare Lady 
Ful. Sempronia, you're beholden to my Woman here: 
She does admire you. Sem. O good Galla, how doſt thou? 
Gal. The better for your learned Ladyſhip. 
Sem. Is this gray Powder a Dentifrice ? 
Ful. You ſee I uſe it. Sem. I have one is whiter. 
Ful. It may be ſo. 
Sem. Yet this ſmells well. Gal. And cleanſes 
Very well, Madam, and reſiſts the Crudities. 
Sem. Fulvia, I pray thee, who comes to thee now? 
Which of our Patricians? Ful. Faith, I keep 
No Catalogue of em. Sometimes I have one, 
Sometimes another, as the Toy takes their Bloods. 
Sem. Thou haſt them all, Faith. When was © uintusCaurius, 
Thy ſpecial Servant, here? Ful. My ſpecial Servant? 
Sem. Yes, thy Idolater, I call him. 
Ful. He may be yours, if you do like him. 
Sem. How? Ful. He comes not here; 
I have forbid him hence. Sem. Venus forbid'! 
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Ful. Why ? Sem. Your ſo conſtant Lover ? 
Ful. So much the rather. 1 


: I would have Change. So would you too, I am ſure, 
And now you may have him. 


Sem. He's freſh yet, Fulvia. 


Beware how you do tempt me. Fal. Faith, for me 


He's ſomewhat too freſh indeed ; the Salt is gone, 
That gave him ſeaſon. His good Gifts are done. 
He does not yield the Crop that he was wont. 


v And for the AR, I can have ſecret Fellows, 


With Backs worth ten of him, and they ſhall pleaſe me 
(Now that the Land is fled) a Myriad better. 
Sem. And thoſe one may command. 
Ful. Tis true: theſe Lordlings, | 
Your noble Fauns, they're ſo imperious, ſaucy, 
Rude, and as boiſterous as Centaurs, leaping 
A Lady at firſt ſight. Sem. And muſt be born 


Both with, and out, they think. Fl. Tut, I'll obſery 
None of em all, nor humour em a jot 

* Longer than they come laden in the Hand, 

And ſay, Here's one for tother. 


Sem. Does Celer give well ? 
Ful. They ſhall all give, and pay well, that come here, 


= If they will have it; and that Jewels, Pearl, 

Plate, or round Sums, to buy theſe. I'm not taken 
With a Cob-Swan, or a high-mounting Bull, 

As fooliſh Leda and Exropa were; 

But the bright Gold, with Danae. For ſuch Price 

I would endure a rough, harſh Jupiter, 

Or ten ſuch thund'ring Gameſters, and refrain (ing. 
> To laugh at 'em, till they are gone, with my much ſuffer- 


Sem. Thou'rt a moſt happy Wench, that thus canſt make 


” Uſe of thy Youth and Freſhneſs, in the Seaſon ; 
4 And haſt it to make uſe of. 


Ful. Which is the Happineſs. 
Sem. I am now fain to giveto them, and keep 


|; Muſick, and a continual Table, to invite em. 


Ful. Yes, and they ſtudy your Kitchen, more than you. 
Sem. Bay my felt ont * Utfury, and my Lord too, 
3 
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And all my Officers, and Friends beſides, 
To procure Mony for the needful Charge 
I muſt be at, to have'em ; and yet ſcarce 
Can I atchieve em ſo. Ful. Why, that's becauſe 
You affect young Faces only, and ſmooth Chins, 
Sempronia. If you'd love Beards and Briftles, 
(One with another, as others do) or Wrinkles — 
Who's that? Look, Galla. Gal. Tis the Party, Madam. 
Ful. What Party? Has he no Name? 
Gal. Tis Quintus Curius. f 
Ful. Did I not bid 'em ſay, I kept my Chamber ? 
Gal. Why, ſo they do. Sem. Til leave you, Fulvia. 
Ful. Nay, good Sempronia, ſtay. 
Sem. In faith, I will not. 
Ful. By Juno I would not ſee him. 
Sem. I'll not hinder you. 
Gal. You know, he will not be kept out, Madam. 
Sem. No, | 
Nor ſhall not, careful Ga//a, by my means, 
Ful. As I do live, Sempronia | 
Sem. What needs this ? 
Ful. Go, ſay I am aſleep, and ill at caſe. 
Sem. By Caftor, no, VII tell him, you're awake; 
And very well. Stay Galla; farewell Fulvia : 
I know my Manners. Why do you labour thus 
With action againſt purpoſe? Quintus Curius, 
She is, i'faith, here, and in diſpoſition. 
Ful. Spight with your courteſy ! How ſhall I be tor- 


tur'd ! 
SCENE III. 
Curius, Fulvia, Galla. 


Car. Where are you, fair One, that conceal your ſelf 
And keep your Beauty within Locks and Bars here, 
Like a Fool's Treaſure ? | 

Ful True, ſhe was a Fool, 

W hen firſt ſhe ſhew'd it to a Thief. 

Cur. How, pretty Sullenneſs 

So harſh and ſhort ? Ful. The Fool's Artillery, Sir. 


Car. 
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Car. Then take my Gown off for thi Encounter. 
Ful. Stay, Sir. 
J am not in the Mood. Cur. I'll put you into't. 
Ful. Beſt put your ſelf in your caſe again, and keep 
Your furious appetite warm againſt you have place fort. 
Cur. What! do you coy it? | 
Ful. No, Sir. I am not proud, 
Cur. I would you were. You think this State becomes 
you ? 
By Hercules it does not. Look in your Glaſs now, 
And ſee how ſcurvily that Countenance ſhews ; | 
You would be loth to own it. Ful. I ſhall not change it. 
Ful. Faith, but you muſt, and lack this bended Brow ; 
And ſhoot leſs Scorn : There is a Fortune coming 
Towards you, Dainty, that will take thee thus, 
And ſet thee aloft: to tread upon the Head 
Of her own Statue here in Rome. Ful. I wonder, 
Who let this Promiſer in! Did you, good Diligence? 
Give him his Bribe again. Or if you had none, 
Pray you demand him, why he is ſo venturous, 
To preſs thus to my Chamber, being forbidden, 
Both by my ſelf, and Servants? - 
Cur. How ! This is handſome ! 
And ſomewhat a new Strain ! 
* Ful. Tis not ſtrain'd, Sir. 
* *Tis very natural. Car. I have known it otherwiſe, 
2 Betweenthe Parties, though. a 
Ful. For your Foreknowledge, | 
Thank that which made it. It will not be ſo 
Hereafter, I aſſure you. Cur. No, my Miſtreſs ? 
Ful. No, though you bring the ſame Materials. 
Cu. Hear me, 5 
Tou over - act when you ſhould under - do. 
As little call your ſelf again, and think. 
If you do this to praktif « on me, or find 


4 Ee 

> At what forc'd diſtance you can hold your Servant; 
That it be an artificial Trick to enflame, 

And fire me more, fearing my Love may need it, 
As heretofore you * done, why, proceed. 


4 Fal. 
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Ful. As 1 have done heretofore? = 1 


Cxr. Yes, when you' ld feign 

Your Hasband's Jealouſy, your Servants watches, 

Speak ſoftly, and run often to the Door, | 

Or to the Window, form ſtrange Fears that were not; 

As if the Pleaſure were leſs acceptable, 

That were ſecure. Ful. You are an impudent Fellow. 
_ And when you might better have done it at the 
Sate, | | 

To take me in at the Caſement. Ful. I take you in? 
Cur. Yes, you my Lady. And then, being a Bed 

4 with you, 3 | 

if To have your well taught Waiter here come running 


'1 And cry, her Lord, and hide me without cauſe, 1 
1 Cruſh'd in a Cheſt, or thruſt up in a Chimney. Jy 
| When he, tame Crow, was winking at his Farm e 


Or, had he been here, and preſent, would have kept Þ' 

Both Eyes, and Beak ſeal'd up, for fix Seſterees. = 
Ful. You have a fland'rous, beaſtly, unwaſh'd Tongue, 7. 

In your rude Mouth, and ſavouring your ſelf, 11 

Unmanner'd Lord. Car. How now! 
Ful. It is your Title, Sir. * 

Who (fince you've loſt your own Name, and know not 

What to loſe more) care not w Honour you wound, 
Or Fame you poiſon with it. You ſhould go | 

And vent yourſelf i' th' Region where you live, 

Among the Suburb-brothels, Bawds, and Brokers, 

Whither your broken Frolicks have defign'd you. | 

[ He offers ta force her, and be draws Knife, 
Cur. _— then I muſt ſtop your Fury, I ſee; and 
lu | LL) 

The Tragick Viſor off. Come, Lady Cypris, 

Know your own. Virtues, quickly. PII not be 

Put to the wooing of you thus, afreſh | 

At every turn, for all the Venus in you. 

Yield, and be pliant, or by Pollux —Hew now 

Will Lais turn a.Lucrece F Ful. No, but by Caffor, 

Hold off your Raviſher's Hand, I pierce your Heart ele. 

I'll not be put to kill my folf, as he did, Nan 
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For you, fivett Targuin. What ? do you fall off? 
Nay it becomes you graciouſly ! Put not up. _ 
You'll ſooner draw your Weapon on me, I think it, 
Than on the Senate, who have caſt you forth 
Diſgracefully, to be the common Tale 

Of the whole City; baſe, infamous Man] 

For, were you other, you would there imploy 

Your deſp'rate Dagger. Cur. Fulvia, you do know 
The Strengths you have upon me; do not uſe 

= Your Power too like a Tyrant: I can bear 

2 Almoſt until you break me. Ful. I do know, Sir, 
So does the Senate too know, you can bear. 
Cour. By all the Gods, the Senate will ſmart deep 
For your Upbraidings. I ſhould be right ſorry 
Jo have the Means fo to be veng'd on you, 


At leaſt, theWill) as I ſhall Hortly on them. 


But go you on ſtill; fare you well, dear Lady : 

© You could not ſtill be fair, unleſs you were proud. 
Fou will repent theſe Moods, and ere't be long too, 

1 ſhall have you come about again. 

Ful. Do you think ſo? 

Cur. Yes, and I know ſo. Ful. By what Augury ? 
: Cur. By the fair Entrails of the Matrons Cheſts, 

2 Gold, Pearl, and Jewels here in Rome, which Fulvia 
Will then (but late) fay that ſhe might have ſhar'd: 
And grieving mils. 

Ful. Tut, all your promis'd Mountains, 

And Seas, I am ſo ſtalely acquainted with 
Car. But, when you ſee the univerſal Flood 


OI 


r 


I Run by your Coffers; that my Lords, the Senators, 


Are ſold for Slaves, their Wives for Bondwomen, 
i, Their Houſes, and fine Gardens, given away, | 
And all their Goods, under the Spear at outcry, 
And you have none of this; but are ſtill Fulvia, 
Or perhaps leſs, while you are thinking of it; 
Fou will advife then, Coyneſs, with your Cuſhion, 
I And look on your Fingers; ſay, how you were wilk'd ; 
And ſo he left you. Ful. Call him again, Galla: 
his is not uſual ; Something hangs on this, 
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That I muſt win out of him. Cur. How, now, melt you? 
Fx]. Come, you will laugh now, at my Eaſineſs! = 
But *tis no Miracle: Doves they ſay, will bill, 
After their pecking and their murm'ring. Cur. Yes, 
And then *tis kindly. I would have my Love 
Angry ſometimes, to ſweeten off the reſt - 
Of her Behaviour. Ful. You do ſee, I ſtudy 
How I may pleaſe you then. But you think, Curius, 
"Tis Covetiſe hath wrought me: If you love me, 
Change that unkind Conceit. Cur. By my lov'd Soul; 
J love thee, like to it; and *tis my ſtudy, | 
More than mine own Revenge, to make thee happy. 
Ful. And 'tis that juſt Revenge doth make me happy 
To hear you proſecute: and which, indeed, 
Hath won me to you, more than all the hope 
Of what can elſe be promis'd. I love Valour 
Better than any Lady loves her Face, 
Or dreſſing than my ſelf does. Let me grow 
Still where I do embrace. But what good means 
Have you to effect it? Shall I know your Project? 
Cur. Thou ſhalt, if thou'lt be gracious. 
Ful. As I can be. 
Cur. And wilt thou kiſs me then? Ful. As cloſe as Shells 
Of Cockles meet. Car. And print em deep? 
Ful. Quite through 
Our ſubtle Lips. Cur. And often ? Ful. I will ſow em 
Faſter than you can reap. What is your Plot? 
Cur. Why now my Fulvia looks like her bright Name! 
And is her ſelf! Ful. Nay, anſwer me, your Plot? 
I pr'y thee tell me, Quintus. Cur. I, theſe Sounds 
Become a Miſtreſs. Here is Harmony ! 
When you are harſh, I ſee the way to bend you 
Is not with Violence, but Service. Cruel, 
A Lady is a Fire: gentle, a Light. 
[She kiffes and flatters him along ftill. 
Ful. Will you not tell me, what I ask you? Car. All 
That I can think, ſweet Love, or my Breaſt holds, 
I'll pour into thee. Ful. What is your Deſign then 8 
ur. 
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Cur. Tul tell thee, Catiline ſhall now be Conſul: 


But you will hear more ſhortly. 


Ful. Nay, dear Love | 
Cur. I'll ſpeak it in thine Arms, let us go in. 


Rome will be ſack'd, her Wealth will be our Prize ; 
By publick Ruin private Spirits muſt riſe. 


HO RU 
Reat Fatber Mars, and greater Jove, 
By whoſe high Auſpice, Rome hath flood 

So long; and firſt was built in Blood 

Of your great Nephew, that then firove 
Not with his Brother, but your Rites : 

Be preſent to her now, as then, 

And let not proud and factious Men 
Againſt your Wills oppoſe their Mights. 
Our Conſfuls now are to be made; 

O, put it in the publick Voice 

To make a free and worthy Choice ; 
Excluding ſuch as would invade 
The Commonwealth. Let whom we name, 

Have Wiſdom, Forefight, Fortitude, 

Be more with Faith than Face endu'd 
And fludy Conſeince, above Fame. 

Such as not ſeek to get the Start 
In State, by Power, Parts, or Bribes, 
Ambitions Bawds : But move the Tribes 
By Virtue, Modeſty, Deſert. 
Such, as to Fuſtice will adhere 

Whatever great One it offend : 

And from the embraced Truth not bend 
For Enwy, Hatred, Gifts, or Fear. 

That by their Deeds will make it known, 

Whoſe Dignity they do ſuſtain ; 

And Life, State, Glory, all they gain, 
Count the Republick's, not their own. 

Such the old Bruti, Decii were, 
The Cipi, Curtii, who did give 
The mſelves for Rome: and would net live 
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Mt Men, good only fbr a Year. 


U 


As all their Ads were under ſtoad 
The Sinews of the publict Good : 
And they tbemſelves, one Soul, with it. 
Theſe Men were truly ſtrates 3 

Theſe neither prattii'd Force, nor Forms: 
Nor did they leave the Helu in Storms: 
And ſuch they are make happy States. 


? Such were the great Camilli 700 ; | 

The Fabii, Scipio's; that fill thought 7 
4 No Work at Price enough was bought, E 
| That for their Country they could do. 3 
al And to her Honour ſ did Init, 1 
| 1 
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ACT III. SCENE l. 
Citero, Cato, Catulis, Amoniut, Crafſus, Cæſar, 
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8 
2 
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Charus, Lieors. 
Cic. Reat Honours are great Burdens ; but on 
They're caſt with Envy, he doth wear two Loads. b, 
His Cares muſt till be double to his Joys, ; 


In any Dignity ; where, if he err, a 
He finds no Pardon : and for doing well . 
A moſt ſmall Praiſe, and that wrung out by Force. 
I ſpeak this, Romans, knowing what the Weight 
Of the high Charge, you have truſted to me, is. 
Not that thereby I would with art decline 

The Good, or Greatneſs of your Benefit; 

For I aſcribe it to your ſingular Grace, 

And vow to owe it to no Title elſe, 

Except the Gods, that Cicero is your Conſul, 

I have no Urns ; no duſty Monuments; 
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No broken Images of Anceſtors, 
Wanting an Ear, or Noſe; no forged Tables 
Of long Deſcents, to boaſt falſe Honours from : 
Or be my Undertakers to your Truſt. | 
But a new Man (as I am ſtyl'd in Rome) 
Whom you have dignify'd ; and more, in whom 
You've cut a Way, and left it ope for Virtue 
Hereafter, to that Place: which our great Men 
Held ſhut up, with all Ramparts, for themſelves. 
Nor have but few of them, in time been made 
Your Conſuls, ſoz new Man before me, none: 
At my firſt Suit; in my juſt Year ; prefer d 


To all Competitors ; and ſome the nobleſt—— 


Cra. Now the Vein ſwells. Cz/. Up Glory. 
Cic. And to have 
Your loud Conſents, from your own utter'd Voices ; 

Not ſilent Books: nor from the meaner Tribes, 

Bat firſt and laſt, the univerſal Concourſe! 

This is my Joy, my Gladneſs. But my Care, 

My Induſtry and Vigilance, now maſt work, 

That ſtill your Counfelsof me be approv'd, 

Both by yourfelves, and thoſe to whom you have 

With grudge prefer'd me: To things I muſt labour, 

That neither they upbraid, nor you” vou. 

For every lapſe of mine will now be called 

Your Error, if I make ſuch. But my Hope is, 

So to bear through, and out, the Conſulſhip, 

As Spight ſhall ne“ er wound you, though it may me. 
And for my ſelf, I have prepar'd this Strength, 
To do fo well; as; if there happen ill 

= Unto me, it ſhall make the Gods to bluſk : 

And be their Crime, not mine, that I am envy'd. 
Cæſ. O Confidence! more new than is the Man! 
Cic. I know well, in what Terms I do receive 

The Commonwealth, how vex'd, how perplex'd : 
In which there's not that Miſchief, or ill Fate, 
That good Men fear not, wicked Men expect not. 
I know beſides ſome turbulent practices 

Already on foot, and Rumors of more Dangerg—— 

| Craſ. 
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2 you will make them, if there be none. 
Cic. Laſt, | 
I know, 'twas this, which made the Envy and Pride 
Of the great Roman Blood bate, and give way 
To my Election. Cat. Marcus Tullius, true; 
Our need made thee our Conſul, and thy Virtue. 
Cæſ. Cato, you will undo him with your Praiſe ? 
Cato. Ceſar will hurt himſelf with his own Envy. 
Chor. The Voice of Cato is the Voice of Rome. 
Cato. The Voice of Rome is the Conſent of Heaven! 
And that hath plac'd thee, Cicero, at the Helm, 
Where thou muſt render now thy ſelf a Man, 
And Maſter of thy Art. Each petty Hand 
Can ſteer a Ship becalm'd 3 but he that will 
Govern, and carry her to her ends, muſt know 
His Tides, his Currents ; how to ſhift his Sails; 
What ſhe will bear in foul, what in fair, Weathers ; 
Where her Springs are, her Leaks ; and howto ſtop 'em ; 
What Sands, what Shelves, what Rocks do threaten her ; 
The forces, and the natures of all Winds, 
Guſts, Storms, and Tempeſts, when her Keel ploughs Hell, 
And Deck knecks Heaven: Then to manage her, 
Becomes the Name and Office of a Pilot. 
Cic. Which I'll perform with all the Diligence 
And fortitude I have ; not for my year, 
But for my Life; except my life be leſs, 
And that my year conclude it : if it muſt, 
Your Will, lov'd Gods. This Heart ſhall yet employ 
A Day, an Hour is left me, ſo for Rome, 
As it ſhall ſpring a life out of my death, 
To ſhine for ever glorious in my facts: 
The vicious count their Years, virtuous their acts. 
Chor, Moſt noble Conſul ! Let us wait him home. 
Cæſ. Moft popular Conſul he is grown, methinks ! 
Craſ. How the Rout cling to him! 
Cz/. And Cato leads em 
Craſ. Yon, his Collegue Antonius, are not look'd on. 
Ant. Not I, nor do I care, Czx/. He enjoys * 0 
n 


P — - 4. "SO WINTER -I90 6 505 Moog, 
JEE Ä ET >. SOS; 83 : — 
— — FP — > 


ETSY 10 


And eaſe the while. Let th' other's Spirits toil, - 
And wake it out, that was inſpir'd for turmoil. 
Cat. If all reports be true, yet Caius Ce/ar, 
The time hath need of ſuch a Watch and Spirit. 
Cæſ. Reports? Do you believe em Catulus ? 
Why he does make, and breed 'em for the People ; 
T*endear his Service to em. Do you not taſte 
An art that is ſo common? Popular Men, 
They mult create ſtrange Monſters, and then quell 'em, 
To make their arts ſeem ſomething. Would you have 
uch an Herculean Actor in the Scene, 
And not his Hydra They muſt ſweat no leſs 
2 To fit their Properties, than t'expreſs their Parts. 
Cra Treaſons, and guilty Men are made in States 
7 Too oft, to dignify the Magiltrates. 
Catu. Thole States be wretched that are forced to buy 
Their Rulers Fame with their own Infamy. 
, Ciraſ. We therefore ſhould provide that ours do not. 
Z Cz2/f. That will Antonius make his care. 
| „ 
Ca ſ. And watch the Watcher. 
Catu. Here comes Catiline. 
How does he brook his late Repulſe? 
* Czf. I know not, 
But hardly ſure. Cat. Longinus too did fland? _ 
* Cef. At firſt : but he gave way unto his Friend. 
Catu. Who's that's come ? Lentulus ? 
Ceœſ. Yes, he is again 
Taken into the Senate. Aut. And made Prætor. 
Catu. I know t. He had my Suffrage, next the Conſuls. 
Ca. True, you were there, Prince of the Senate, then. 


SCENE II. 


| Catiline, Antonius, Catulus, Ceſar, Crafſus, Longinus, 
N Lentulus. I 
Cat. Hail nobleſt Romans. The moſt worthy Conſul, 
I gratulate your Honour. Ant. I could with 
; i It had been happier, by your Fellowſhip, 


ow 


a. "A 


Moſt 


* 
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Moſt noble Sergius, had it pleas'd the People. 


Cat. It did not pleaſe the Gods, who inſtruct the 


People: 
And their unqueſtion'd pleaſures muſt be ſerv'd. 
They know what's fitter for us than our ſelves ; 


And 'twere Impiety to think againſt them. 


Catu. You bear it rightly, Lucius; and it glads me, 


To find your thoughts ſo even. Catz. I ſhall ſtill 
Study to make them ſuch to Rome, and Heaven. 
(1 would withdraw with you a little, Julius. 
Caf. I'll come home to you: Craſſus would not ha' you 
To ſpeak to him fore Quintus Catulus. 
Cat. I apprehend you.) No, when they ſhall judge 
Honours convenient for me, I ſhall have em, 
With a full hand: I know it. In mean time, 
They are no leſs part of the Commonwealth, 
That do obey, than thoſe that do command. 
Catu. O let me kiſs your Forehead, Lucius. 
How are you wrong'd ! Cat. By whom ? 
Catu. Publick report. 
That gives you out, to ſtomach your repulſe, 
And brook it deadly. Cat. Sir, ſhe brooks not me. 
Believe me rather, and your ſelf, now of me : 
It is a kind of ſlander to truſt rumour. 
Catu. I know it. And I could be angry with it. 
Cat. So may not I. Where it concerns himſelf, 
Who's angry at a ſlander, makes it true. | 
Catu. Moſt noble Sergius! This your temper melts 


me, 

Cra. Will you do office to the Conſul, Quintus ? 

C2/. Which Cato, and the rout have done the other? 

Catu. I wait, when he will go. Be ſtill your ſelf. 
He wants no ſtate, or honours, that hath virtue. 

Cat. Did I appear ſo tame, as this Man thinks me ? 
Look'd I ſo poor? ſo dead? ſo like that nothing, 
Which be calls virtuous? O my Breaſt, break quickly; 
And ſhew my Friends my in-parts, leſt they think 
I have betray'd em. (Lan. Where's Gabinius ? 

Ten. Gone. 


Lon. 


_ 
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Len. And Parguntrius ? 


Len. Slipt away; all ſhrunk ; | 
Now that he miſs d the Conſulfhip.) Car. I am 


The ſcorn of Bondmen, who are next to Beaſts. 

What can J worſe pronounce myſelf, that's fitter? 

Ihe Owl of Rome, whom Boys and Girls will hoot ! 
That were I ſet up for that wooden God, 

That keeps our G 

Or the leaſt Bird from —_— my Head! 


ardens, could not fright the Crows, 


(Lon. Tis ſtrange how he ſhould miſs it. 


Len. Is't not ſtranger, 


| The up-ſtart Cicero ſhould carry it ſo, 
By all conſents, from Mer. ſo much his Maſters ? 


Lo. Ib rae.) © 

Cat. To what a ſhadow am I melted ! 

(Lon. Antonins won it but by ſome few Voices.) 
Cat. Struck through, like Air, and feel it not. My 
| wounds | | ; 
3 Cloſe faſter, than they're made. (Len. The whole deſign, 
And enterpriſe is loſt by't. All Hands quit it, 

Upon his fail.) Cat. I grow mad at my patience. 


It is a Viſor that hath poiſon'd me. 
Would it had burnt me up, and I died inward: | 
My heart firſt turn'd to aſhes. (Lon. Here's Cethegus yet.) 
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Catiline, Cetbegus, Lentulus, Longinus, Cato. 
Cat. Repulſe upon repulſe ? An in-mate Conful ? 
That I could reach the Axle, where the Pins are, 
Which bolt this Frame; that I might pull 'em out, 
ZAnd pluck all into Chaos, with my felt. | 
Cet. What, are we wiſhing now? 

Cat. Ves, my Cetbegus. 
Who would not fall with all the World about him? 
Cet. Not I, that would ſtand on it, when it falls ; 
And force new nature out to make another. 
Theſe wiſhings taſte of Woman, not of Noms. 
d us ſeek other Arme. Cat, What ſheuld we * 
tt. 
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Cet. Do, and not wiſh; ſomething that wiſhes take 


not: 1 ü 
So ſudden, as the Gods ſhould not prevent, 
Nor ſcarce have time to fear. Cat. O noble Caius ! 
Cet. It likes me better, that you are not Conſul. 
I would not go through open Doors, but break em; 
Swim to my ends through Blood ; or build a Bridge 
Of Carcaſſes; make on upon the heads 
Of Men, ſtruck down like Piles; to reach the lives 
Of thoſe remain and ſtand: Then is't a prey, 
When danger ſtops, and ruin makes the way. 
Cat. How thou doſt utter me, brave Soul, that may not 
At all times ſhew ſuch as I am, but bend 
Upon occaſion ? Lentulus, this Man, 
If all our fire were out, would fetch down new, 
Out of the hand of Jove; and rivet him 
To Caucaſus, ſhould he but frown: and let 
His own gaunt Eagle fly at him, to tire. 
Len, Peace, here comes Cato. 
Cat. Let him come, and hear. 
J will no more diſſemble. Quit us all ; 
I, and my lov'd Cet begus here, alone 
Will undertake this Giants War and carry it. 
Len. What needs this, Lucius ? 
Lon. Sergius, be more wary. : 
Cat. Now, Marcus Cato, our new Conſuls Spie, 
What is your ſowr auſterity ſent t explore? 
Cato. Nothing in thee, licentious Catiline: 
Halters and Racks cannot expreſs from thee | 
More than thy deeds. *Tis only judgment waits thee. 
Cat. Whoſe? Cato's ? ſhall he judge me? 
Cat. No, the Gods ; | 
Whoever follow thoſe, they go not with : 
And Senate, who with fire muſt purge fick Rome 
Of noiſome Citizens, whereof thou art one. 
Be gone, or elſe let me. Tis bane to draw 
The ſame Air with thee. Cet. Strike him. 
Len. Hold, good Caius. 


Cet. Fear'ſt thou not, Cato? Cate. Raſh Cetbegus, no. 
Twere 


ke 
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'Twere wrong with Rome, when Catiline and thou 
Do threat, if Cato fear d. Cat. The fire you ſpeak of, 
If any flames of it approach my Fortunes, 
I'll quench. it not with water, but with ruin. 
Cato. You hear this, Romans. 
Cat. Bear it to the Conſul. 
Cer. T would have ſent away his Soul before him, 
You are too heavy, Lentulus, and remiſs ; 
It is for you we labour, and the Kingdom 
| Promis'd you by the Sibyls. 
Cat. Which his Prætor- ſnip, 
And ſome ſmall flattery of the Senate more, 
Will make him to forget. 
Lien. You wrong me, Lucius. 
Len. He will not need theſe Spurs. 
Cet. The action needs em. 
Theſe things, when they proceed not, they go backward. 
Len. Let us conſult then. Cet. Let us firſt take Arms. 
They that deny us juſt things now, will give 
All that we ask, if once ſee our Swords. N 
Cet. e muſt be ſought with wounds, not 
wo | 


SCENE IV. 
Cicero, Fulvia. 


Tic. Is there a Heaven? and Gods? and can it be 
_ ſhould fo ſlowly hear, fo ſlowly ſee ! 
Hath Fove no Thunder? Or is Jove become 
Stupid as thou art? O near wretched Rome, 
When both thy Senate, and thy Gods do ſleep, 
And neither thine, nor their own States do keep 
What will awake thee, Heaven ? what can excite 
| Thine anger, if this practice be too light? 
His former drifts partake of former times, 
But this laſt Plot was only Catiline's, 
O, that it were his laſt ! But he, before 
ath ſafely done ſo much, he'll ſtill dare more. 
Ambition, like a torrent, ne'er looks back; 
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And is a ſwelling, and the laſt affection 
A high mind can put off: being both a rebel 
Unto the Soul and Reaſon, and enforceth 15 
All Laws, all Conſcience, treads upon Religion, 
And offereth violence to Nature's ſelf.) 
But here is that tranſcends it ! A black purpoſe 
To confound: Nature; and to ruin that, 
Which never Age nor Mankind can repair! 
Sit down, good Lady; Cicero is loſt 
In this your Fable: for't to think it true 
Tempteth my Reaſon. It ſo far exceeds 
All infolent Fictions of the tragick Scene 
The Commonwealth yet panting und 
The ſtripes and Wounds of a late civil War, 
Gaſping for life, aud ſcarce reſtor d to hope 3 
To ſeek t'oppreſs her with new cruelty, 
And utterly extinguiſh her name, 
With fo prodigious and unheard-of fierceneſs'! 
What of monſters, wretches of loſt minds, 
Mad after Change, and defp'rate in their ſtates, 
Wearied, and gall'd with their neceſſities, 
(For all this I allow them) durſt have thought it? 
Would not the barbarous deeds have been believ'd,. 
Of Marizs, and Syila, by our Children, 
Without this fact had riſe forth greater for them? 
All that they did was Piety to this ! 5 
They yet but murder'd Kinsfolk, Brothers, Parents, 
Raviſh'd the Virgins, and perhaps, ſome Matrons; 
They left the City ſtanding, and the Temples : 
The Gods and Majeſty of Rome were ſafe yet! 
Theſe purpoſe to fire it, to diſpoil them, 
(Beyond the other evils) and lay waſte 
The far-triumphed World : for unto whom 
Rome is too little, what can be enough? 

Ful. Tis true, my Lord, I had the ſame diſcourſe. 

Cic. And then, to take a horrid Sacrament 
In human Blood, for execution 
Of this their dire deſign; which might be call d 
The height of wickedne(s , but that, that was — 
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For which they did it! Fal. I affure your Lordſhip, 
The extreme horrour of it almoſt turn'd me 

To Air, when firſt I heard it; I was all 

A Vapour when twas told me: and I long'd 

To vent it any where. *Twasſuch a ſecret, 

I thought it would have burnt me up. 

Cic. Good Fulvia, | 
Fear not your act; and leſs you of it. 

Ful. I do not, my good Lord: I know to whom 
Tve utter'd it. Cie. You have diſcharg'd it ſafely. 
Should Rome, for whom you've done the happy ſervice, 
Turn moſt ingrate; yet were your Virtue paid 

In conſcience of the fact: ſo much good deeds | 
| Reward themſelves! Ful. My Lord, I did it not 
To any other aim, but for it felf ; 
To no ambition. Cic. You have learn'd the difference 
Of doing office to the publick Weal, 
— — friendſhip: and have ſhewn it, Lady. 
Be ſtill ſelf. I've ſent for Quintus Curius, 
And (for your virtuous fake) if I can win him 
Vet to the Commonwealth, he ſhall be fafe too, 
Ful. I'll undertake, my Lord, he ſhall be won. 
Cic. 2 join with me then, and help to work 


SCENE V. 
Cicero, Lifor, Fulvia, Curins. 
Cic. How now ? Is he come ? 


Lic. He's here, my Lord. Cic. rod penny: 
Pray my Colleague Antonius I may | with. him, 
About ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State; 
And (as you go) call on my Brother Quintus, 
And pray him, with the Tribunes, to come to me. 
„, Did Curius enter. Fulvia, you will aid me? 
Ful. It is my Duty. Cic. O, my noble Lord! 
| I have to chide you, i” faith. Give me your Hand. 
Nay, be not troubled; 't ſhall be gently, Curius. 
You look upon this Lady? What ! do you gheſs 


Ir My 


- 
„ 


— : — I 
e n 
» 
. = - — — 


. N 
— 


* RIFT. 
ma ed 


— — 
b —— 


* —— — 
- —  — —_— 
2 3 : — 
=. am SST Ri 


— 


SO 


* 8 


2241 


-. 


— EEE Io er <a S ——  ootwt SE.” 


” - * 
— ian @ — 1 . -, << — — = * 
0 ˙ . ˙ 
© „ on _ 


1 
ti 
4 


221 _ Cy - 2 - 


U—U—ͤ—ä — — — — —— — 2 — 


1, and the Capitol itſelf is Duſt ! 
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My Buſineſs yet? Come, if you frown, I thunder: 
'Therefore put on your better Looks and Thoughts: 
'There's — but fair and good intended to you; 
And I would make thoſe your Complexion. | 
Would you, of whom the Senate had that hope, 
As, on my knowledge, it was in their purpoſe 
Next Sitting to reſtore you, as they had done 

The ſtupid and Lentulus, 

(Excuſe me, that I name you thus together, 

For yet you are not ſuch.) Would you, I ſay, 

A Perſon both of Blood and Honour, ſtock d 

In a long Race of virtuous Anceſtors, 

Embark your ſelf for ſuch a helliſh Action, 

With Parricides and Traitors, Men turn'd Furies, 
Out of the Waſte and Ruin of their Fortunes ? 
For 'tis Deſpair that is the Mother of Madneſs.) 

Such as want (that which all Conſpirators 

But they have firſt) mere Colour for their Miſchief ? 

©, I muſt bluſh with you. Come, you ſhall not labour 
T' extenuate your Guilt, but quit it clean: | 
Bad Men excuſe their Faults, Men will leave em. 
He acts the third Crime, that defends the firſt. , 
Here is a Lady that hath got the ſtart 

In Piety of us all, and for whoſe Virtue 

I could almoſt turn Lover again, but that 

Terentia would be jealous. What an Honour 

Hath ſhe atchieved to herſelf! What Voices, 

Titles, and loud Applauſes will purſue her 
Through every Street! What Windows will be fill'd, F 
To ſhoot Eyes at her! What Envy and Grief in Matrons, 
They are not ſhe ! *When this her Act ſhall ſeem 
Worthier a Chariot, than if Pompey came 

With Aa chain'd ! All this is, while ſhe lives; 


But dead, her very Name will be a Statue ! 


Not = for Time, but rooted in the Minds 
Of all Poſterity ; when Braſs and Marble 


. 


Ful. Your Honour thinks too highly of me, Cic. Nos 
I cannot think enough; and I would have x n 
* nim 
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Him emulate you. *Tis no ſhame to follow 
The *. — Mont ſhews re = 
What Claim your ys to you, what 
You owe to it: Be not afraid to break * 
Wich Murderers, and Traitors, for the ſaving 
A Life ſo near and neceſſary to you, 
As is your Country's. Think but on her Right. 
No Child can be too natural to his Parent. 
She is our common Mother, and doth challenge 
The prime part of us; do not ſtop, but give it. 
| He that is void of Fear, may ſoon be juſt: 

And no Religion binds Men to be Traitors. 228 
Ful. My Lord, he underſtands it, and will follow 
Your ſaving Counſel ; but his Shame yet ſtays him. 

I know that he is coming. Cur. Do you know it? 
Ful. Yes, let me ſpeak with you. 
Cur. O, you are ——— Ful. What am I? 
Cur. Speak not ſo loud. 
Ful. I am what you ſhould be. 
Come, do you think I'd walk in any Plot 
Where Madam Sempronia ſhould take place of me, 
And Fulvia come i the Rear, or of the by? 
That I would be her Second, in a Buſineſs, 
Thought it might vantage me all the Sun ſees ? 
It was a filly phant'ſy of yours. Apply 
* Your ſelf to me, and the Conſul, and be wiſe ; 
Follow the Fortune I have put you into: 
* You may be ſomething this way, and with ſafety. 
2 Cic. Nay, I muſt tolerate no Whiſperings, Lady. 
Hul. Sir, you may hear. I tell him, in the way 
! Wherein he was, how hazardous his Courſe was. 
= Cic. How hazardous? How certain to all ruin. 
Did he, or do yet any of them imagine 
The Gods would fleep to ſuch a Scygian Practice, 
| Againſt that Commonwealth which they have founded 
With ſo much Labour, and like Care have kept 
Now near ſeven hundred Years ? It is a Madneſs 
Wherewith Heaven blinds em, when it would con- 
found em, | : | 
That they ſhould think it. Come, my Curius, I 
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I ſee your Nature's right; you ſhall no more 
Be mention'd with them: I will call you mine, 
And trouble this good Shame no farther. Stand 
Firm for your Country, and become a Man 
Honour'd and loy'd. It were a noble Life, 
'To be found dead, embracing her. Know you 
What Thanks, what Titles, what Rewards the Senate 
Will heap upon you, certain, for your Service? 
Let not a deſp'rate Action more engage you, 
Than Safety ſhould ; and wicked - 8" 5% force, 
What Honeſty and Virtue cannot work. | 
Hl. He 5 my right, ſweet Friend; tis ſaving 
Counſel. 

Cur: Moſt noble Conſul, I am yours, and hers; 
J mean, my Country's : you have form'd me new, 
Inſpiring me with what I ſhould be truly. 
And I entreat, my Faith may not ſeem cheaper 
For ſpringing out of Penitence. Cic. Good Carius, 
It ſhall be dearer rather; and becauſe 
I'd make it ſuch, hear how I truſt you more. 
Keep ſtill your former Face, and mix again 
With theſe loft Spirits; run all their Mazes with em; 
For ſuch are Treaſons: Find their Windings out, 
And ſubtle Turnings, watch their ſnaky Ways, 
Through Brakes and Hedges, into Woods of Darkneſs, 
Where they are fain to creep upon their Breaſts 
In Paths ne er trod by Men, but Wolves of Panthers. 
Learn, beſide Ca#iline, Lentulus, and thoſe 
Whoſe-Names I have, what new ones they draw in: 
Who elle are likely; what thoſe great ones are 
They do not name; what ways they mean to take; 
And whither their Hopes point, to War, or Ruin 
By ſome Surpriſe. Explore all their Intents; 
And what you find may profit the Republick, 
Acquaint me with it, either by your ſelf, _ 
Or this your virtuous Friend, on whom I lay 


The Care of urging you. - PI! ſee that Rome 
Shall prove a thankful and a bounteous Mother. 
Be ſecret as the Night. Car. And conſtant. Sir. 


Cic. 
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Cic. I do not doubt it; though the time cut off 
All Vows. The Dignity of Truth is loſt 
With much proteſting. Who 1s there ! This way, 
Leſt you be ſeen and met. And when you come, 
Be this your Token to this Fellow. Light 'em: 

[ He whiſpers with him. 

O Rome, in what a Sickneſs art thou fall'n ! 
How dangerous and deadly ! when thy Head 
Is drown'd in Sleep, and all thy Body fev'ry ! 
No Noiſe, no Pulling, no Vexation wakes thee, 
Thy Lethargy is ſuch : or if, by chance, 
Thou heav'ſt thy Eye-lids up, thou doſt forget 
Sooner than thou wert told, thy proper Danger. 
I did unreverently, to blame the Gods, 
Who wake for thee, though thou ſnore for thy ſelf. 
Is it not ſtrange, thou ſhould'ſt be ſo diſeas'd, 
And ſo ſecure? But more, that the firſt Symptoms 
Of ſuch a Malady ſhould not riſe out 
From any worthy Member, but a baſe 
And common Strumpet, worthleſs to be nam'd 
A Hair, or part of thee ? Think, think, hereafter, 
What thy needs were, when thou muſt uſe ſuch Means: 
And lay it to thy Breaſt, how much the Gods 
Upbraid thy foul negle& of them, by making 
So vile a thing the Author of thy Safety. 
They could have wrought by nobler ways, - have ſtruck 
Thy Foes with forked Lightning, or ramm'd Thunder; 
Thrown Hills upon 'em, in the AQ; have ſent 
Death, like a Damp, to all their Families ; 


Or caus'd their Conſciences to burſt 'em. But 


When they will ſhew thee what thou art, and make 
A ſcornful difference twixt their Power and thee, 
They help thee by ſuch Aids as Geeſe and Harlots. 
How now? What anſwer? Is he come? Lic. Your Brother 
Will ſtreight be here; and your Colleague Antonius 
Said, coldly, he would follow me. Cic. I, that 
Troubles me ſomewhat, and is worth my fear. 
He is a Man ' gainſt whom I muſt provide, 
That (as he'll do no good) he do no harm. 
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He, though he be not of the Plot, will like it, 

And wiſh it ſhould proceed: for, unto Men 

Preſt with their Wants, all Change is ever welcome. 

I muſt with Offices and Patience win him, 

Make him by Art, that which he is not born, 

A Friend unto the Publick, and beſtow, 

'The Province on him, which is by the Senate 

Decreed to me; that Benefit will bind him. 

»Tis well, if ſome Men will do well for Price: 

So few are virtuous when the Reward's away. 
Nor muſt I be unmindful of my Private, 

For which I have call'd my Brother, and the Tribunes, 
My Kinsfolk, and my Clients, to be near me. 
He that ſtands up gainſt Traitors, and their Ends, 
Shall need a double Guard, of Law, and Friends : | 
Eſpecially in ſuch an envious State, 1 
That ſooner will accuſe the Magiſtrate, | 
Than the Delinquent ; and will rather grieve 
The Treaſon is not ated, than believe. | 
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Cæſar, Catiline. 


Cz/. The Night grows on, and you are for your Meet- 
I'Il therefore end in few. Be reſolute, | (ing : 
And put your Enterpriſe in act. The more 
Actions of depth and danger are conſider'd, 
The leſs aſſuredly they are perform'd. 
And thence it happ'neth, that the braveſt Plots 
(Not executed ſtreight) have been diſcover'd. 
Say, you are conſtant, or another, a third, 
Or more; there may be yet one wretched Spirit, 
With whom the fear of Puniſhment ſhall work 
'Bove all the thoughts of Honour and Revenge: 
You are not now to think what's belt to do, 
As in Beginnings ; but what muſt be done, 
Being thus entred; and flip no advantage 
That may ſecure you. Let em call it Miſchief: 
When it is paſt, and proſper d, twill be Virtue, 
They're 
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They're petty Crimes are puniſh'd, great rewarded. 
Nor muſt you think of Peril, fince Attempts 
Begun with Danger, ſtill do end with Glory ; 
And, when Need-ſpurs, Deſpair will be call'd Wiſdom, 
Leſs ought the care of Men or Fame to fright you ; 
For they that win, do ſeldom receive ſhame 
Of Victory, howe'er it be atchiev'd ; | 
And Vengeance, leaſt. For who, beſieg'd with Wante, 
Would ſtop at Death, or any thing beyond it:? 
Come, there was never any great thing yet 
Aſpired, but by Violence or Fraud : . 
And he that ticks (for folly of a Conſcience) 
To reach it Cat. Is a good religious Foo]: 
Cæſ. A ſuperſtitious Slave, and will die a Bealt. 
Good night. You know what Craſſus thinks, and J, 
By this. Prepare you Wings as large as Sails, + 
To cut through Air, and leave no Print behind you. 
A Serpent, ere he comes to be a Dragon, 
Does eat a Bat; and ſo muſt you a Conſul, 
That watches. What you do, do quickly, Sergius. 
You ſhall not ſtir for me. Cat. Excuſe me. Lights there: 
Ce/. By no means. 
Cat. Stay then. All good thoughts to Cæſar. 
And like to Craſſus. | ; 
Cæſ. Mind but your Friends Counſels. 


SCENE VI. 


Catiline, Aurelia, Lecca. 


Cat. Or I will bear no Mind. How now, Aurelia? 


Are your Confederates come ? the Ladies? Aur. Yes. 
Cat. And is Sempronia there? | 
Aur. She is. Cat. That's well. 

She has a ſulph'rous Spirit, and will take 

Light at a Spark. Break with them, gentle Love, 

About the drawing as many of their Husbands 

Into the Plot, as can; if not, to rid 'em. 

That'll be the eaſier practice unto ſome, 

Who have been tir'd with '*em long. Sollicit | 
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Their Aids for Money, and their Servants help, 
In firing of the City at the time 
Shall be defign'd. Promiſe em States, and Empires, 
And Men, tor Lovers, made of better Clay 
Than ever the old Porter Titan knew. 
Who's that? O, Porcius Lecca ! are they met? 
Lec. They are all here. 
Cat. Love, you have your Inſtructions: 
III truſt you with the Stuff you have to work on: 
You'll form it? Porcius, fetch the Silver Eagle 
I gave you in charge; and pray em they will enter. 


S CE N E VIII. 


Catiline, Cet hegus, Curius, Lentulus, Vargunteius, Longinus, 
Gabinius, Ceparius, Autronius, &c. 


Cat. O Friends, your Faces glad me. This will be 
Our laſt, I hope, of Conſultation. 
Cet. So it had need. Car. We loſe Occaſion daily. 
Cat. I, and our Means; whereof one wounds me 
- moſt | 
That was the faireſt : Pie is dead in Spain. 
Cet. As we are here. Lon. And, as tis thought, by envy 
Of Pompey's Followers. Len. He too's coming back 
Now out of Aa. Cat. Therefore, what we intend 
We muſt be ſwift in. Take your Seats, and hear. 
J have already ſent Septimius 
Into the Picene Territory, and Julius, 
To raiſe Force for us in Apulia ; 
Manlius at Feſulæ is (by this time) up, 
With the old needy Troops that follow'd Sy/la : 
And all do but expect when we will give 
'The blow at home. Behold this Silver Eagle, 
"Twas Marius' Standard in the Cimbrian War, 
Fatal to Rome; and as our Augurs tell me, 
Shall till be ſo : for which one ominous Cauſe, 
I've kept it ſafe, and done it ſacred Rites, 


As to a Godhead, in a Chapel built 
| Of 
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Of purpoſe to it. Pledge then all your Hands, 

To follow it, with Vows of Death and Ruin, 

Struck ſilently, and home. So Waters ſpeak 

When they run deepeſt, Now's the time, this year, 

The twentieth from the firing of the Capitol, 

As fatal too to Rome, by all Predictions; 

And in which honour'd Lentulus mult riſe 

A King, if he purſue it. Cur. If he do not, 

He is not worthy the great Deſtiny. 

Len. It is too great for me ; but what the Gods 

And their great Love decree me, I muſt not 

Seem' careleſs of. Cat. No, nor we envious. 

We have enough beſide ; all Gallia, Belgia, 

Greece, Spain, and Africk. Cur. I, and Aſia too, 

Now Pompey is returning. Cat. Nobleſt Romans, 

Methinks our Looks are not ſo quick and high 

As they were wont. 

Cur. No? whoſe is not? Cat. We have 

No Anger in our Eyes, no Storm, no Lightning : 

Our Harte is ſpent, and fum'd away in Vapour, 

Before our Hands be at work: I can accuſe 

Not any one, but all, of ſlackneſs. Cet. Yes, 

And be your ſelf ſuch, while you do it. Cat. Ha? 

"Tis ſharply anſwer'd, Caius. Cet. Truly, truly. 

Len. Come, let us each one know his part to do, 

And then be accus'd. Leave theſe untimely Quarrels. 
Cur. I would there were more Romes than one to ruin. 
Cet. More Romes ? More Worlds, 

Cur. Nay then, more Gods, and Natures, 

If they took part. Len. When ſhall the time be, firſt ? 
Cat. I think, the Saturnals. Cet. "I'will be too long. 
Cat. They are not now far off, tis not a Month, 

Cet. A Week, a Day, an Hour is too far off: 

Now were the fitteſt time. Cat. We have not laid 

All things ſo ſafe and ready. Cet. While we are laying, 

We ſhall all lie, and grow to Earth. Would 1 | 

Were nothing in it, if not now. Theſe things 

They ſhould be done, ere thought. 

C 3 Cat. 
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Cat. Nay, now your Reaſon | 
PForſakes you, Caizs. Think but what commodity 
That time will miniſter; the City's Cuſtom 
Of being then in Mirth and Feaſt— Len. Loos'd whole 
In Pleaſure and Security Aut. Each Houſe 
Reſolv'd in Freedom — Cur. Ev'ry Slave a Maſter — 
Ton. And they too no mean Aids 
Cur. Made from their hope _ 
Of Liberty — Len. Or hate unto their Lords. 
Var. * Tis ſure, there cannot be a time found out 
More apt and natural. Len. Nay, good Cethegus, 
Why do your Paſſions now diſturb our Hopes f 
Cet. Why do your Hopes delude our Certainties? 
Cat. You muſt lend him his way. Think, for the Order, 
And Proceſs of it. Lon. Ves. Len. I like not Fire; 
Twill too much waſte my City. Cat. Were it Embers, 
There will be Wealth enough, rak'd out of them, 
To ſpring anew. It muſt be Fire, or nothing. 
Lon. What elſe ſhould fright to terrify em; Yay. True, 
In that Confuſion muſt be the chief Slaughter. 
Cur. Then we ſhall kill'em braveſt. Cep. And in heaps. - 
Aut. Strew Sacrifices. Cyr. Make the Earth an Altar. 
Lon. And Rome the Fire. Lec. * Twill be a noble Night. 
Var. And worth all Sy//a's Days. 
Cyr. When Husbands, Wives, 
Grandſires, and Nephews, Servants, and their Lords, 
Virgins, and Prieſts, the Infant, and the Nurſe, 
Go all to Hell together in a Fleet. 
Cat. I would have you, Longinus, and Statilius, 
To take the Charge o the Firing, which muſt be, 
At a Sign given with a Trumpet, done 
In twelve chief Places of the City at once. 
The Flax and Sulphur are already laid 
In at Cethegus' Houle; ſo are the Weapons. 
 Gabinius, you, with other Force, ſhall ſtop 
The Pipes and Conduits, and kill thoſe that come 
For Water. Car. What ſhall I do? Cat. All will have 
Employment, fear not : Ply the Execution. pf 
| ur. 
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Cur. For that, truſt me, and Cet hegus. Cat. I will be 
At hand, with the Army, to meet thoſe that ſcape: 
And Lentulus, begirt you Pompey's Houſe, 

To ſeize his Sons alive; for they are theß 8 

Muſt make our peace with him. All elſe cut off, 

As Tarquin did the Poppy-heads, or Mowers 

A Field of Thiſtles, or elſe, up, as Plows - 

Do barren Lands, and ſtrike together Flints 

And Clods, th* ungrateful Senate and the People ; 

Till no Rage gone before, or coming after, 

May weigh with yours, though Horrour leap'd her ſelf 
Into the Scale; but, in your violent Acts, 

The fall of Torrents, and the noiſe of Tempelts, 

The boiling of Charybgis, the Sea's wildneſs, 

The eating force of Flames, and wings of Winds, 

Be all out-wrought by your tranſcendent Furies, 

It had been done ere this, had I been Conſul ; 

We had had no ſtop, no let. Len. How find you Antonius & 

Cat. Th' other has won him, loſt : that Cicero 
Was born to be my oppoſition, - "_ 
And ſtands in all our ways. Cur. Remove him firſt. 

Cet. May that yet be done ſooner ? 

Cat. Would it were done. 

Cur. Var. Tl dot. | 

Cet. It is my Province; none uſurp it. 
Len. What are your Means? 
Cet. Enquire not. He ſhall die: 
Shall, was too ſlowly ſaid. He's dying. That 
Is yet too ſlow. He's dead. Cat. Brave, only Roman, 
W hoſe Soul might be the World's Soul, were thatdying ; 
Refuſe not yet the Aids of theſe your Friends. 
Len, Here's Vargunteius holds good quarter with him, 
Cat. And under the pretext of Clientele, 
And Viſitation, with the morning Hail, 
Will be admitted. Cet. What is that to me? 
Var. Yes, we may kill him in his Bed, and ſafely. 


Cet. Safe is your way then, take it. Mine's mine own. 


Cat. Follow him, Vargunteius, and perſuade, 
The Morning is the fitteſt time. Lon. The Night 
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Will turn all into Tumult. Len. And perhaps 
Miſs of him too. Cat. Entreat and conjure him 
In all our Names—— Len. By all our Vows and Friend- 


ſhips. | 
(„nnn e 
Sempronia, Aurelia, Fulvia. [To them. 
* What! is our Council broke up firſt? Hur. You 
ay 


Women are greateſt Talkers. Sem. We have done, 
And are now fit for action. Lon. Which is Paſſion. 
There's your beſt activity, Lady. Sem. How 
Knows your wiſe Fatneſs that? 
Lon. Your Mother's Daughter 
Did teach me, Madam. Cet. Come Sempronia, leave him; 
He is a Giber; and our preſent Buſineſs 
Is of more ſerious conſequence. Aurelia 
Tells me, you've done moſt maſculinely within, 
And play'd the Orator. Sem. But we muſt haſten 
To our Deſign as well, and execute; 
Not hang ſtill in the Fever of an Accident. | 
Cat. You ſay well, Lady. Sem. I do like our Plot 
Exceeding well; tis ſure, and we ſhall leave 
Little to Fortune in it. Cat. Your Banquet ſtays. 
Aurelia, take her in. Where's Fulvia ? 
Sem. "Ugg two Lovers are coupling. Cur. In good 
ith, 
She's very ill with fitting up. Sem. You'd have her 
Laugh, and he down? Ful. No, faith, Sempronia, 
Jam not well: I'll take my leave, it draws 
Toward the Morning. Cxrius ſhall ſtay with you. 
Madam, I pray you pardon me: my Health 
I muſt reſpect. Aur. Farewel, good Fulvia. 
| [Curius whiſpers this to Fulvia. 
Cur. Make haſte, and bid him get his Guards about: 
ForYVargenteius and Cornelius 
Have underta'ne it, ſhould Cerhegus mils : 
Their Reaſon, that they think his open Raſhneſs 
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Will ſuffer eaſier diſcovery 255 

Than their Attempt, ſo veiled under Friendſhip: 

T'll bring you to your Coach. Tell him, beſide, 

Of Cæſars coming forth here. Cat. My ſweet Madam, 
Will you be gone? Ful. I am, my Lord, in truth, 

In ſome Indiſpoſition. Cat. I do wiſh 

You had all your Health, ſweet Lady. Lentulus, | 

You'll do her Service. Len. To her Coach, and Duty. 


GEN 


Catiline Solus. 


Cat. What Miniſters Men muſt for practice uſe ! 
The raſh, th' ambitious, needy, deſperate, - 
Fooliſh, and wretched, ev'n the Dregs of Mankind, 
To Whores, and Women! Still it muſt be fo. 
Each have their proper place, and in their Rooms 
They are the beſt. Grooms fitteſt kindle Fires, 
Slave carry Burdens, Butchers are for Slaughters, 
Apothecaries, Butlers, Cooks, for Poiſons ; 

As theſe for me: Dull ſtupid Lentulus, 

My Stale, with whom I talk ; the raſh Cethegus 
My Executioner ; and fat Longinus, 

Statilius, Curius, Ceparius, Cimber, 

My Labourers, Pioneers, and Incendiaries : 

With theſe Domeſtick Traitors, Boſom-thieves, 
Whom Cuſtom hath call'd Wives; the readieſt Helps 
To betray heady Husbands, rob the eaſy, 

And lend the Moneys on Returns of Luſt. 

Shall Catiline not do now, with theſe Aids, 

So ſought, ſo ſorted, ſomething ſhall be call'd 
Their Labour, but his Profit? And make Oæſar 
Repent his vent'ring Counſels to a Spirit 

So much his Lord in Miſchief ? when all theſe 
Shall, like the Brethren ſprung of Dragons Teeth, 
Ruin each other, and he fall amongſt em 

With Craſſus, Pompey, or who elſe appears 

But like, or near a great One. May my Brain 


Reſolve to Water, and my Blood turn Phlegm, 
C5; My 


My hands drop off, unworthy of my Sword, 
And that b'inſpired of it ſelf to rip | 

My Breaft for my loſt Entrails, when I leave 

A Soul that will not ſerve; and who will, are 
The ſame with Slaves, ſuch Clay I dare not fear. 
The Cruelty I mean to act, I wiſh 

Should be call'd mine, and tarry in my Name; 
Whilſt After-ages do toil out themſelves 

In thinking for the like, but do it leſs : 

And were the Power of all the Fiends let looſe, 
With Fate to boot, it ſhould be ſtill Example, 
When, what the Gaul or Moor could not effect, 
Nor emulous Carthage, with their length of ſpite, 
Shall be the Work of one, and that my Night. 


SC ENE XI. 
Cicero, Fulvia, Quintus. 
Cic. I thank your Vigilance. Where's my Brother 


Quintus? 
Call all my Servants up. Tell noble Curius, 
And ſay it to your ſelf, you are my Savers : 
But that's too little for you; you are Rome's. 
What could I then hope leſs ? O Brother! now 
The Engines I told you of are working, 
The Machine *gins to move. Where are your Weapons? 
Arm all my Houſhold preſently and charge 
The Porter, he let no Man in till day. 

Qui. Not Clients, and your Friends? 

Cic. They wear thoſe Names, | 
That come to murder me. Yet ſend for Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus; thoſe I dare truſt : 
And Flaccus, and Pomptinius, the Prætors, 
By the back way. Qui. Take care, good Brother Marcus, 
Your Fears be not form'd greater than they ſhould ; 
And make your Friends ; — while your Enemies 

laugh. . 

Cic. Th Brother's Counſel, and worth thanks. But do 

As I entreat you. I provide, not fear. * 
| | hs 
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Was Cæſar there, ſay you? Ful. Curius ſays, he met him 
Coming from thence. Cic. O ſo. And had you a Council 
Of Ladies too? Who was your Speaker, Madam ? 

Ful. She that would be, had there been forty more; 
Sempronia, who had both her Greek and Figures, 
And ever and anon would ask us if 
The witty Conſul could have mended that, 

Or Orator Cicero could have faid it better? 

Cic. She's my gentle Enemy. Would Cethegus 
Had no more Danger in him. But my Guards 
Are you, great Pow'rs, and th' unbated Strengths 
Ofa firm Conſcience, which ſhall arm each Step 
. Ta'ne for the State; and teach me flack no Pace 
For fear of Malice, How now, Brother? Qui. Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus were coming to you, | 
And Craſſus with em. I have let 'em in 
By th' Garden. Cic. What would Craſſus have? Qui. I hear 
Some whiſpering bout the Gate, and making doubt 
Whether it be not yet too early, or no ? 2 
But I do think, they are your Friends and Clients, 
Are fearful to diſturb you. Cic. You will change 
T*another thought anon. Have you giv'n the Porter 
The Charge I will'd you? . 

Dui, Ves. Withdraw, and hearken. 


SCENE XI. 


Vargunteius, Cornelius, Porter, Cicero, Cato, Cainius, 
| Craſſus. 


Varg. The Door's not open yet. 
Cor. Your were beſt to knock. 
Var. Let them ſtand cloſe then; and, when we are in, 
Ruſh after us. Cor. But where's Cethegus? Var. He 
Has left it, ſince he might not do't his way. 
Per. Who's there? Yar. A Friend, or more. 
Por. I may not let 
Any Man in, till day. Var. No? why? Cor. Thy Rea'on? 
Por. I am commanded ſo. Var. By whom? Cor. I hope 
We are not diſcover'd. Var. Yes, by Revelation, 
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Pr'y thee, good Slave, who has commanded thee ? 
Por. He hath may beſt, the Conſul. 
Yar. We are his Friends. 
Por. Ali's one. Cor. Beſt give your Name. 
Var. Doſt thou hear, Fellow? 

I have ſome inſtant Buſinefs with the Conſul. 

My Name is FVargunteius. 

Cic. True, he knows it, 


And for what friendly Office you are ſent. 
Cornelius too is there? Var. We are betray'd. 
Cic. And deſperate Cethegus, is he not ? 
Var. Speak you, he knows my Voice. 
' Cic. What ſay you to't ? 
Cor. You are deceiv'd, Sir. Cic. No, tis you are fo; 
Poor miſ-led Men. Your States are yet worth Pity, 
If you would hear, and change your ſavage Minds. 
Leave to be mad; forſake your Purpoſes 
Of Treaſon, Rapine, Murder, Fire, and Horror ; 
The Commonwealth hath Eyes, that wake as ſharply 
Over her Life, as yours do for her Ruin, 
Be not deceiv'd, to think her Lenity 
Will be perpetual ; or, if Men be wanting, 
The Gods will be to ſuch a calling Caule. 
Conſider your Attempts, and while there's time, 
Repent you of em. It doth make me tremble, 
There ſhould thoſe Spirits yet breathe, that when they 
cannot | 
Live haneſtly, would rather periſh baſely. 
Cato. Youtalktoo much to 'em, Marcus, they are loft. 
Go forth, and apprehend 'em. Catu. If you prove 
This Practice, what ſhould let the Commonwealth 
To take due Vengeance? Var. Let us ſhift away. 
The Darkneſs hath conceal'd us yet. We'll ſay, 
Same have abus'd our Names. Cor. Deny it all. 
Cato. Quintus, what Guards have you? Call the 
Tribunes Aid, 
And raiſe the City. Conſul, you're too mild. 
The foulneſs of ſome Facts takes thence all Mercy. 
— Report 


[Cicero ſpeaks to them from above. 
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Report it to the Senate. Hear ! The Gods 
[1t thunders and lightens violentiy on a ſudden. 
Grow angry with your Patience. Tis their Care, 
And muſt be yours, that guilty Men eſcape not. 
As Crimes do grow, Juſtice ſhould rouſe it ſelf, 


E 


HAT is this, Heavens, you prepare 
With fo much Sawiftneſs, and ſo ſudden rifing ? 

There are no Sons of Earth» that dare, 

Again, Rebellion ; or the Gods ſurpriſing. 
The World doth ſhake, and Nature fears; * 

Yet is the Tumult, and the Horror greater 
Within our Minds, than in our Ears : 

So mich Rome's Faults (now grown her Fate) as 

threat her. | 

The Prieſt and People run about, | 

Each Order, Age, and Sex amaz'd at other; 
And at the Ports are all thronging out, 

As if their Safety were to quit their Mother : 
Yet find they the ſame Dangers there, | 

From which they make ſuch haſte to be preſerv d. 
Fir guilty States do ever bear 

The Plagues about them which they have deſerv d. 
Aud till thoſe Plagues do get above 

The Mountains of our Faults, and there do ſit, 
We fee em not. Thus ſtill aue love 5 

The Evil aue do, until we ſuffer it. 
But moſt, Ambition, that near Vice 

To Virtae, hath the Fate of Rome prowet'd ; 
And made that now Rome's ſelf no Price 7 

To free her from the Death wwherewith ſhe's hot. 
That reſtleſs Ill that ſtill doth build | 

Upon Succeſs, and ends not in aſpiring : 
But there bepins, and neer is fill'd 

While ought remains that ſeems but worth deſiring. 
Wherein the Thought, unlike the Eye, 

Ta which things far ſeem ſmaller than they are, 


a] 

; 

J 
v 
. 
1 
5 
L 
$ 
5 


_ — 
r n 8 


Deems all Contentment plac'd on high : 

And thinks there's nothing great ; ut what is far. 

O, that in time Rome did not caft | 
Her Errors up, this Fortune to prevent ; 


T hae ſeen her C rimes ere they were paſt, 
And felt her Faults before her Puniſoment. 
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AC.T IV. SCENE I. 


| Allobroges. 1 
1 Divers Senators paſs by, quaking and trembling. 
1 Allb. AN hel * > nin — 4 are not 2 - 
| Bat the World's Maſters? Then I ſee the Gods 
| Upbraid our Suff rings, or would humble them, W 
| By ſending theſe affrights while we are here, W 
[ That we might laugh at their ridiculous Fear, * 
Whoſe Names we trembled at beyond the Alps. A, 
i Of all that paſs, I do not ſee a Face Dj 
1 | Worthy a Man; that dares look up, and ſtand 
| One Thunder out: but downward all, like Beaſts, 
| Running away from ev'ry Flaſh is made. T] 
| The falling World could not deſerve ſuch Baſeneſs. A, 
| Are we imploy'd here by our Miſeries, | Ui 
Like ſuperſtitious Fools (or ratlier Slaves) II 
To plain our Griefs, Wrongs and Oppreſſions, T 
To a mere clothed Senate, whom our Folly Hi 
Hath made, and ftill intends to keep, our Tyrants. Fr 
It is our baſe petitionary breath | Mk 
That blows em to this Greatneſs ; which this Prick M: 
Would ſoon let out, if we were bold and wretched. Ty 
| When they have taken all we have, our Goods, 4. 
Crop, Lands and Houſes, they will leave us this: Gy, 
t _ A Weapon and an Arm will ſtill be found, | T} 


Tho' naked left, and lower than the Ground. | | 
| by SCENE 


E 
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'$CENE H. 
Cato, Catulus, Cicero, Allobroges. 


Cato. Do; urge thine Anger ſtill, good Heav'n andjuſt ! 


Tell guilty Men what Powers are above them. 

In ſuch a Confidence of Wickedneſs 

'Twas time they ſhould know ſomething fit to fear, 
Catu. I never ſaw a Morn more full of Horror. 
Cato. To Catiline and his : But to juſt Men, 

Tho' Heav'n ſhould ſpeak with all his Wrath at once, 

That with his Breath the Hinges of the World 

Did crack, we ſhould ſtand upright, and unfear'd. 
Cic. Why ſo we do, good Cato, Who be thele ? 
Catu. Ambaſſadors from the Allobroges, 

I take 'em, by their Habits. 
All. I, theſe Men 

Seem of another Race; let's ſue to theſe, 

There's hope of Juſtice with their Fortitude. 
Cic. Friends of the Senate, and of Rome, to day 

We pray you to forbear us: On the morrow,. 

What Suit you have, let us, by Fabius Sanga, 

(Whoſe Patronage your State doth uſe) but know it, 

And on the Conſul's Word, you ſhall receive 

Diſpatch, or elſe an Anſwer worth your Patience. 
All. We could not hope for more, moſt worthy Con- 

ſul. 

This Magiſtrate hath ſtruck an awe into me, 

And by his Sweetneſs won a more regard 

Unto his Place, than all the boiſt'rous Moods 

That ignorant Greatneſs practiſeth, to fill 

The large unfit Authority it wears. 

How eaty is a noble Spirit diſcern'd 

From harſh and ſulphurous matter, that flies cut 

In Contumelies, makes a noiſe, and ſtinks! 

May we find good and great Men; that know how 

To ſtoop to Wants and meet Neceſlities, * 

And will not turn from any equal Suits. 

duch Men, they do not ſuccour more the Cauſe 

They undertake with favour and ſuccels, 


Than 
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Than by it their own. Judgments they do raiſe, 
In turning juſt Mens Needs into their Praiſe, 


SCENE IL 
Dye Senate. 


Præ. Room for the Conſuls. Fathers, take your places. 


Here in the Houſe of Fapiter The Stayer, 

By Edict from the Conſul, Marcus Tullius 

You're met, a frequent Senate. Hear him ſpeak. 
Cic. What may be happy and auſpicious ſtill 


To Rome and hers, Honour'd and Conſcript Fathers, 


If I were filent, and that all the Dangers 
Threat'ning the State and you, were yet ſo hid 

In Night, or Darkneſs thicker in their Breaſts, 

That are the black Contrivers ; ſo that no 

Beam of the Light could pierce 'em ; yet the Voice 
Of Heav'n, this Morning, hath ſpoke loud enough. 
T' inſtruct you with a feeling of the Horror, 

And wake you from a Sleep as ſtark as Death. 

I have of late ſpoke often in this Senate 

Touching this Argument, but {till have wanted 
Either your Ears or Faith ; So incredible 
'Their Plots have ſeem'd, or I ſo vain, to make 
Theſe things for mine own Glory and falſe Greatneſs, 
As hath been given out. But be it ſo. 


When they break forth, and ſhall declare themſelves. 


By their too foul Effects, then, then the Envy 

Of my juſt Cares will find another Name. 

For me, I am but one, and this poor Life, 

So lately aim'd at, not an Hour yet ſince, 

They cannot with more Eagerneſs purſue, 

Than TI with Gladneſs would lay down and loſe, 

To buy Rome's Peace, if that would purchaſe it. 

But when I ſee they'ld make it but the Step 

To more and greater; unto yours, Rome's, all: 

I would with thoſe preſerve it, or-then fall. | 
C2/. I, I, let you alone, cunning Artificer ! 

See how his Gorget peers above his Gown, 


To 
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To tell the People in what Danger he was. 
It was abſurdly done of Vargunteius, 
To name himſelf before he was got in. 
Cra. It matters not, ſo they deny it all: 
And can but carry the lye conſtantly. 
Will Catiline be here? 
Czſ. I have ſent for him. 
Cra. And have you bid him to be confident ? 
Ce/. To that his own Neceſſity will prompt him. 
Cra. Seem to believe nothing at all that Cicero 
Relates us. Cæſ. It would mad him. 
[Quintus Cicero brings in the Tribunes and Guards. 
Cra. O, and help 
The other Party. Who is that? his Brother ? 
What new Intelligence has he brought him now ? 
Cz/. Some Cautions from his Wife, how to behave 
him. 
Cic. Place ſome of them without, and ſome bring in. 
Thank their kind Loves. It is a comfort yet, 
That all depart not from their Country's Cauſe. 
Cz/. How now, what means this Muſter, Conſul An- 


tonius ? 


Ant. I do not know, ask my Colleague, he'll tell | 


ou. 
There is ſome Reaſon in State that I muſt yield to; 
And I have promis'd him : Indeed he has bought it, 
With giving me the Province. 

Cic. I profels, | 
It grieves me, Fathers, that I am compell'd 
To draw theſe Arms, and aids for your Defence; 
And more, againſt a Citizen of Rome, 
Born here amongſt you, a Patrician, 
A man, I muſt confeſs, of no mean Houſe, 
Nor no ſmall Virtue, if he had employ'd 
Thoſe excellent Gifts of Fortune, and of Nature, 
Unto the Good, not Ruin, of the State. 
But being bred in's Father's needy Fortunes, 
Brought up in's Siſter's Proſtitution, 
Confirm'd in civil Slaughter, entring firſt 

The 
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The Commonwealth, with Murder of the Gentry ; 


Since both by Study and Cuſtom converſant 
With all Licentiouſneſs, what could be hop'd 
In ſuch a Field of Riot, but a courſe 
Extream pernicious? Tho' I muſt proteſt, 
I found his Miſchiefs ſooner with mine Eyes | 
Than with my Thought; and with theſe Hands of mine, 
Before they touch'd at my ſuſpicion. | | 
Cæſ. What are his Miſchiefs, Conſul ? you declaim 
Againſt his Manners, and corrupt your own : 
No wiſe man ſhould, for hate of guilty men, 
Loſe his own Innocence. da. 
Cic. The noble Cæſar 3 | 
Speaks God- like truth. But when he hears I can 
Convinee him, by his Manners, of his Miſchiefs, 
He might be filent ; and not caſt away 
His Sentences in vain, where they ſcarce look 
Toward his Subject. h 
Cato. Here he comes himſelf. 
If he be worthy any good man's voice, | 
That good man fit down by him: Cato will not. 
[Catiline fits down, and Cato riſes from him, 
Catu. If Cato leave him, I'll not keep aſide. 
Cati. What Face is this the Senate here puts on 
Againſt me, Fathers? Give my Modeſty 25 
Leave to demand the cauſe of ſo much ſtrangeneſs. 
Ce. It is reported here, you are the Head 
To a ſtrange Faction, Lucius. 
Cic. I, and will | 
Be prov'd againſt him. : 
Cati. Let it be. Why, Conſul, | 
If in the Commonwealth there be two Bodies, 
One lean, weak, rotten, and that hath a Head ; 
The other ſtrong and healthful, but hath none: 
If T do give it one, do I offend ? 
Reſtore your ſelves unto your temper, Fathers; 
And, without perturbation, hear me ſpeak. 
Remember who I am, and of what place, 
What petty fellow this is that oppoſes ; 
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One that hath exercis'd his Eloquence 
Still to the bane of the Nobility : 
A boaſting inſolent tongue-man. 
Cato. Peace, lewd Traitor, 
Or waſh thy Mouth. He is an honeſt man, 
And loves his Country; would thou didſt ſo too. 
Cati. Cato, you are too zealous for him. 


Cato. No; 


Thou art too impudent. 


Catu. Catiline, be filent. 
Cati. Nay then, I eaſily fear, my juſt defence 
Will come too late to ſa much prejudice! 
(Cæſ. Will he fit down?) 
Cati. Yet let the world forſake me, 
My Innocence muſt not. 
Cato. Thou innocent? 
So are the Furies. Cic. Yes, and Ate too. 
Doſt thou not bluſh, pernicious Catilzne ? 
Or hath the paleneſs of thy Guilt drunk up 
Thy Blood, and drawn thy Veins as dry of. that 
As is thy Heart of Truth, thy Breaſt of Virtue ? 
Whither at length wilt thou abuſe our patience ? 
Still ſhall thy Fury mock us? To what licence 
Dares thy unbridled boldneſs run it ſelf ? 
Do all the nightly Guards, kept on the Palace, 
The City's Watches, with the People's Fears, 
The Concourſe of all good men, this ſo ſtrong 
And fortified Seat here of the Senate, 
That preſent looks upon thee, ſtrike thee nothing ? 
Doſt thou not feel thy Counſels all laid open ? 
And ſee thy wild Conſpiracy bound in 


Wich each man's knowledge? Which of all this 


Order 

Canſt thou think ignorant (if they will but utter 

Their Conſcience to the right) of what thou didſt 

Laſt Night, what on the former, where thou wert, 

Whom thou didſt call together, what your Plots 

were? | 

O Age and Manners ! This the Conſul ſees, 2 
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The Senate underſtands, yet this man lives! 

Lives? I, and comes here into Counſel with us; 
Partakes the Publick Cares: and with his Eye 

Marks and points out each Man of us to ſlaughter. 
And we, good Men, do ſatisfy the State, 

If we can ſhun but this Man's Sword and Madneſs. 
There was that Virtue once in Rome, when good men 
Would, with more ſharp Coercion, have reſtrain'd 

A wicked Citizen, than the deadlieſt Foe. 

We have that Law ſtill, Catiline, for thee ; 

An Act as grave, as ſharp : TheState's not wanting, 
Nor the Authority of this Senate; we, 

We that are Conſuls, only fail our ſelves. 

This twenty days the Edge of that Decree 

We have let dull and ruſt ; kept it ſhut up, 

As in a Sheath, which drawn, ſhould take thy Head. 
Yet ſtill thou liv'ſt: and liv'ſt not to lay by 

Thy wicked Confidence, but to confirm it. 


I could deſire, grave Fathers, to be found 


Still merciſul, to ſeem, in theſe main perils 
Graſping the State, a Man remiſs and ſlack; 
But then I ſhould condemn my ſelf of Sloth 
And Treachery. Their Camp's in Tac. 
Pitch'd in the Jaws here of Hetruria 
Their Numbers daily increaſing, and their General 
Within our Walls: nay, in our Counſel, plotting 
Hourly ſome fatal miſchief to the Publick. 
If, Catiline, I ſhould command thee now, 
Here to be taken, kill'd ; I make juſt doubt, 
Whether all good men would not think it done 
Rather too late, than any man too cruel. 
Cato. Except he were of the ſame Meal and Batch. 
Cic. But that which ought to have been done long 
ſince, 
I will, (and for good Reaſon) yet forbear. 


Then will I take thee, when no Man is found 


So loſt, ſo wicked, nay, ſo like thy ſelf, 
But ſhall profeſs, tis done of need and right. 
While there is one that dares defend thee, live; 
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Thou ſhalt have leave, but ſo as now thou liv'ſt; 
Watch'd at a hand, beſieged, and oppreſt 
From working leaſt Commotion to the State, 
J have thoſe Eyes and Ears ſhall ſtill keep guard, 
And ſpial on thee, as they 've ever done, 
And thou not feel it. What then canſt thou hope? 
If neitber Night can with her Darkneſs hide 
Thy wicked Meetings, nor a private Houſe 
Can in her Walls contain the guilty whiſpers 
Of thy Conſpiracy : If all break out, 
All be diſcover'd, change thy mind at laſt, | 
And loſe thy thoughts of Ruin, Flameand Slaughter. 
Remember how | told here to the Senate, 
That ſuch a day the LiQtor, Caius Manlius, 
Would be in Arms. Was I deceived, Catiline, 
Or in the Fact, or in the Time? the Hour ? 
told too in this Senate, that thy purpoſe 
Was on the Fifth (the. Kalends) of November 
T have ſlaughter'd this whole Order: which my cau- 
tion 
Made many leave the City. Canſt thou here 
Deny, but this thy black Deſign was hinder'd 
That very day by me? Thy ſelf clos'd in 
Within my ſtrengths, ſo that thou couldſt not move 
Againſt a publick Reed? When thou wert heard 
To ſay upon the parting of the reſt, 
Thou would'ſt content thee with the Murder of us 
That did remain. Hadſt thou no hope beſide, 
By a ſurprize by Night to take Pranefte ? 
Where when thou cam'ſt, didſt thou not find the place 
* Made good againſt thee with my Aids, my Watches? 
4 My Garriſons fortified it. Thou doſt nothing, Sergius; 
Ns Thou canſt endeavour nothing, nay, not think, 
But I both ſee and hear it; and am with thee, 
By and before, about and in thee too. 
Call but to mind thy laſt Night's buſineſs. Come, 
I'll uſe no Circumſtance : at Lecca's Houſe, 
The Shop, and Mint of your Conſpiracy, 
ha Among your. Sword-men, where ſo many Aſſociates 


Both 
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Both of thy Miſchief and thy Madneſs met. 

Dar'ſt thou deny this? Wherefore art thou filent ? 

Speak and this ſhall convince thee : Here they are, 

J ſee em in this Senate, that were with thee. 

O, ye Immortal Gods! in what Clime are we ? 

What Region do we live in ? in what Air ? 

What Commonwealth or State is this we have ? 

Here, here, amongſt us, our own Number, Fathers, 

In this moſt holy Council of the world | 

They are that ſeek the Spoil of me, of you, 
Of ours, of all; what I can name's too narrow : 

Follow the Sun, and find not their Ambition. - 

Theſe I behold, being Conſul ; nay, I ask 

Their Counſels of the State, as from good Patriots : 

Whom it were fit the Axe ſhould hew in pieces, 

I not ſo much as wound yet with my Voice. 

Thou waſt laſt Night with Lecca, Catiline, 

Your Shares of 7taly you there divided; 

Appointed who, and whither each ſhould go; 

What Men ſhould ſtay behind in Rome, were choſen ; 

Your Offices ſet down; the parts mark'd out, 

And places of the City, for the Fire ; 

Thy ſelf (thou affirm'dſt) waſt ready to depart, 

Only a little let there was that ſtay'd thee, 

That I yetliv'd. Upon the word, ſtep'd forth 

Three of thy Crew, to rid thee of that Care ; 

Two undertook this Morning, before Day, 

To kill me in my Bed. All this 1 knew, 


Your Convent ſcarce diſmiſs'd, arm'd all my Servants, 
Call'd both my Brother and Friends, ſhut out your Cli- 


. ents, ; | 
You ſent to viſit me; whoſe Names I told 
To {ome there, of good place, before they came. 
Cato. Yes, I, and Quintus Catulus can affirm it. 


Cz/. He's loſt and gone. His Spirits have forſook 


him. 


Cic. If this be fo, why, Catiline, doſt thou ſtay ? 


Go where thou mean'ſt. The Ports are open ; forth. 
The Camp abroad wants thee, their Chief, too long. 
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Lead with thee all thy Troops out. Purge the City. 
Draw dry that noiſome and pernicious Sink, 
Which, left behind thee, would infe& the World. 
Thou wilt free me of all my Fears at once, 
To ſee a Wall between us. Doſt thou ſtop 
To do that now commanded, which, before, 
Of thine m choice, thou'rt prone to? Go. The Cons 
u | 
Bids thee, an Enemy, to depart the City. | 
Whither, thou'lt ask? to Exile? I did not bid 
Thee that. But ask my Counſel, I perſwade it. 
What is there here, in Rome, that can delight thee ? 
Where not a Soul, without thine own foul knot, 
But fears and hates thee. What domeſtick Note 
Of private filthineſs, but is burnt in | 
Into thy Life? What cloſe and ſecret ſhame 
But is grown one with thine own Infamy ? - 
What Luſt was-ever abſent from thine Eyes ? 
What lewd Fact from thy Hands? what wickedneſs 
From thy whole Body ? where's that Youth drawn in 
Within thy Nets, or catch'd up with thy baits, 
Before whoſe Rage thou haſt notjborn a Sword, 
And to whoſe Luſts thou haſt not held a Torch ? 
Thy later Nuptials I let paſs in filence ; 
Where ſins incredible on ſins were heap'd, 
Which I not name, leſt in a Civil State 
So monſtrous Facts ſhould either appear to be, 
Or not to be reveng'd. Thy Fortunes too 
; | glance not at, which hang but till next Ides. 
li- [come to that which is more known, more publick ; 
The Life and Safety of us all by thee | 
Threaten'd ”y ſought. Stood'ſt thou not in the 
Field | 
When Lepidus and Tullus were our Conſuls, 
ok Upon the day of Choice, arm'd, and with Forces, 
To take their Lives, and our chief Citizens? 
| When not thy Fear, nor Conſcience chang'd thy Mind, 
But the mere Fortune of the Commonwealth 
Withſtood thy active malice ? Speak but right. 
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How often haſt thou made attempt on me ? 

How many of thy Aſſaults have I declin'd ? 

With ſhifting but my Body, (as we'd ſay) 

Wreſted thy Dagger from thy Hand, how oft ? 
How often had it fall'n, or ſlipt by chance? 

Yet can thy fide not want it : which how vow'd, 

Or with what Rites 'tis ſacred of thee, I know not 
That ſtill thou mak' it a Neceſſity, | 

To fix it in the Body of a Conſul. 

But let me loſe this way, and ſpeak to thee, 

Not as one mov'd with hatred, which I ought, 

But pity, of which none 1s owing thee. | 

Cat. No more than unto Tantalus or Tityus. 

Cic. Thou cam'ſt erewhile into this Senate. Who, 
Of ſuch a frequency, ſo many Friends 

And Kindred thou haſt here, ſaluted thee ? 

Were not the Seats made bare upon thy entrance ? 
Roſe not the Conſular Men, and left their places 

So ſoon as thou ſat'ſt down? and fled thy fide, 

Like to a Plague or Ruin ? Knowing how oft 
They had by thee been mark'd out for the Shambles? 
How doſt thou hear this? Surety, if my Slaves 

At home fear'd me with half th' affright and horror, 
That here thy Fellow-Citizens do thee, 

I ſhould ſoon quit my Houſe, and think it need too. 
Yet thou dar'ſt tarry here? Go forth at laſt, 

Condemn thy {elf to flight and ſolitude. 

Diſcharge the Commonwealth of her deep Fear. 

Go into baniſhment, if thou wait'ſt the word. 

Why doſt thou look ? They all conſent unto it. 

Doſt thou expect th' Authority of their Voices, 
Whoſe ſilent wills condemn thee? While they fit, 
They approve it; while they ſuffer it, they decree it; 
And while they are filent to it, they proclaim it. 

Prove thou there honeſt, I'll endure the Envy. 

But there's no thought thou ſhouldit be ever he, 
Whom either ſhame ſhould call from filthineſs, 
Terror from danger, or diſcourſe from Fury. 

Go ; I intreat thee : yet why do I ſo? 
When I already know they're ſent afore, That 
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That tarry for thee in Arms, and do expect thee 
On the Aurelian way. I know the day 

Set down *twixt thee and Man/ius; unto whom 
The Silver Eagle too is ſent before: 

Which I do hope ſhall prove to thee as baneful 

As thou conceiv'ſt it to the Commonwealth. 

But may this wiſe and Sacred Senate ſay, 

What mean'ſt thou Marcus Tullius ? If thou know'ſt 
That Catiline be look'd for, to be chief 

Of an inteſtine War; that he's the Author 

Of ſach a wickedneſs ; the caller-out 

Of men of mark in miſchief, to an action 

Of ſo much Horror; Prince of ſuch a Treaſon ; 
Why doſt thou ſend him forth? why let him *ſcape? 
This is to give him Liberty and Power: 

Rather thou ſnould'ſt lay hold upon him, ſend him 
To deſerwd death, and a juſt puniſhment. 

To theſe fo holy Voices thus I anſwer, 

If I did think it timely, Conſcript Fathers, 

To puniſh him with death, I would not give 

The Fencer uſe of one ſhort Hour to breathe ; 

But when there are in this grave Order ſome, 
Who with ſoft Cenſures ſtill do nurſe his Hopes; 
Some that with -not believing have confirm'd 

His Defigns more, and whoſe Authority 

The weaker, as the worſt Men too have follow'd : 
I would now ſend him where they all ſhould fee 
Clear as the Light, his Heart ſhine; where no man 
Could be fo wickedly, or fondly ſtupid, 


But ſhould cry out, he ſaw, touch'd, felt and graſp'd 


it. 


Then, when he hath run out himſelf; led forth 


His deſp'rate Party with him; blown together 
Aids of all kinds, both ſhipwreck'd Minds and For- 


tunes; 
Not only the grown Evil that now is ſpung 
And ſprouted forth, would be pluck'd up and weeded ; 
But the Stock, Root, and Seed of all the Miſchief, 
Choaking the n Where, ſhould we take 
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Of ſuch a ſwarm of Traitors only him, 

Our Cares and Fears might ſeem a while reliev'd, 
But the main peril would bide ſtill inclos'd 

Deep in the Veins and Bowels of the State, 

As Human Bodies labouring with Fevers, 

While they are toſt with heat, if they do take 
Cold water, ſeem for that ſhort ſpace much eas'd, 
But afterward are ten times more afflicted. 
Wherefore, I ſay, let all this wicked Crew 
Depart, divide themſelves from good Men, gather 
Their Forces to one Head: as I ſaid oft, 

Let em be ſever'd from us with a Wall: 

Let 'em leave off attempts upon the Conſul 

In his own own Houſe ; to circle in the Prætor: 
'To gird the Court with Weapons; to prepare 
Fire and Balls, Swords, 'Torches, Sulphur, Brands : 
In ſhort, let it be writ in each Man's Forehead 


What thoughts he bears the Publick. I here pro- 


miſe, 

Fathers Conſcript, to you, and to my ſelf, 
That Diligence in us Conſuls, for my honour'd 
Colleague abroad, and for my ſelf at home; 
So great Authority in you; ſo much 
Virtue in theſe the Gentlemen of Rome ; 
Whom I could ſearce reſtrain to day, in Zeal, 
From ſeeking out the Parricide to {laughter ; 
So much conſent in all good Men and Minds, 
As on the going out of this one Catiline, 
All ſhall be clear, made plain, oppreſs'd, reveng'd. 
And with this Omen go, pernicious Plague, 
Out of the City, to the wiſh'd Deſtruction 
Of thee and thoſe that, to the Ruin of her, 
Have ta'ne that bloody and black Sacrament. 
Thou Fupiter, whom we do call The Stayer 
Both of this City and this Empire, wilt 
(With the ſame Auſpice thou did'i raiſe it firſt) 
Drive from thy Altars, and all other Temples, 
And Buildings of this City ; from our Walls, 


Lives, States and Fortunes of our Citizens, Thi 
This 
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This Fiend, this Fury, with his Complices. 

And all th' offence of good Men (theſe known Traitors 
Unto their Country, I kieves of 7tah, 

Join'd in ſo damn'd a League of Miſchief) thou 

Wilt with perpetual Plagues, alive and dead, 

Puniſh for Rome, and ſave her inn'cent Head. 

Cati. If an Oration, or high Language, Fathers, 
Could make me guilty, here is one hath done it : 
He'as ſtrove to emulate this Morning's Thunder, 

With his prodigious Rhetorick. But I hope 
This Senate is more grave than to give credit 
Raſhly to all he vomits, gainſt a Man 

Of your own Order; a Patrician; | 
And one whoſe Anceſtors have more deſery'd 

Of Rome than this Man's Eloquence could utter, 

Turn'd the beſt way; as ſtill it is the wort. | 

Cato. His Eloquence hath more deſerv'd to day, 
Speaking thy Il], than all thy Anceſtors 
Did in their good : and that the State will find, 

Which he hath ſav'd. 

Cati. How, .he? were I that Enemy e 
That he would make me, I'd not wiſh the State 
More wretched than to need his preſervation. 

What do you make him, Cato, ſuch a Hercules? 
An Atlas ? a poor petty Inmate ! 

Cato. Traitor. 

Cati. He fave the State? A Burgeſs' Son of Arpinum. 
The Gods would rather twenty Romes ſhould periſh, 
Than have that Contumely ſtuck upon 'em, 

That he ſhould ſhare with them in the preſerving 
A Shed or Sign-poſt. Cato. Peace, thou Prodigy 

Cati. They would be forc'd themſelves again, and loſt 
In the firſt rude and indigeſted keap ; 

Ere ſuch a wretched Name as Cicero 
Should ſound with theirs. 

Catu. Away, thou impudent Head. 

Cati. Do you all back him? are you ſilent too? 
Well, I will leave you, Fathers, I will go. 

He turns ſuddenly on Cicero. 
D 2 But 
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But——my fine dainty Speaker 
Cic. What now, Fury ? 
Wilt thou aflault me here: 
Chor. Help, aid the Conſul. 
Catz. * 1 athers, laugh you not? who threaten'd 
im 
In vain thou doſt conceive, ambitious Orator, 
Hope of ſo brave a Death as by this Hand. 
Cato. Out of the Court with the pernicious Traitor 
Cati. There is no Title that this flat ring Senate. 
Nor Honour the baſe Multitude can give thee, 
Shall make thee worthy Catiline's Anger. 
Cato. Stop, | 
Stop that portentous Mouth. 
Cati. Or when it ſhall 
III look thee dead. 
Cato. Will none reſtrain the Monſter ? 
Catu. Parricide. 
Qui. 3 — —— the Senate. 
Cati. I'm gone to baniſhment, to pleaſe you, F , 
Thruſt 3 forth Kt 2 
Cato. Still doit thou murmur, Monſter ? 
Cati. Since I am thus put out, and made a 
Cic. What? | 
Catu. Not guiltier than thou art. 
Cati. I will not burn 
Without my Fun'ral Pile. Cato. What ſays the Fiend? 
Cati. I will have matter, Timber. 
Cato. Sing out, Scriech-owl. 
Cati. It ſhall be in 
Catu. Speak thy imperfe& Thoughts. 
Cati. The common Fire, rather than mine own, 
For fall I will with all, ere fall alone. 
Cra. He's loſt, there is no hope of him. C2/. Unleſs 
He preſently take Arms; and give a blow, 
Before the Conſuls forces can be levied. 
Cic. What is your Pleaſure, Fathers, ſhall be done ? 
Catu. See, that the Commonwealth receive no loſs. 
Cato. Commit the care thereof unto the Conſuls. 
| h | Cra. 


'd 


A 


CATILINꝝ. 77 


Cra. Tis time. Cæſ. And need. 
Cic. Thanks to this frequent Senate. 
But what decree they unto Carius, 
And Fulvia? Catu. What the Conſul ſhall think meet. 
Cic. They mult receive reward, though't be not known; 
Leſt when a State needs Miniſters, they've none. 
Cato. Yet Marcus Tullius do not I believe, 
But Craſſus and this Cæſar here ring hollow. 
Cic. And would appear fo, if that we durſt prove em. 
Cato. Why dare we not? What honeſt act is that, 
The Roman Senate ſhould not dare and do? 
Cic. Not an unprofitable dangerous Act, 
To ſtir too many Serpents up at once. 
Cæſar and Craſſus, if they be ill Men, 
Are mighty ones; and we muſt ſo provide, 
That while we take one Head from this foul Hydra, 
There ſpring not twenty more. | 
Cato. I *approve your Counſel. | 
Cic. They ſhall be watch'd and look'd to. Till they do 
Declare themſelves, I will not put em out 
By any queſtion: There they ſtand. I'll make 


My ſelf no Enemies, nor the State no Traitors. 


SCENE IV. 


Catiline, Lentulus, Cethegus, Curius, Gabinius, Longi- 
nus, Statilius. 


Cati. Falſe to our ſelves ? All our deſigns diſcover'd 
To this State-cat? Cet. I, had I had my way, 
He had mew'd in Flames at home, not in the Senate : 
I had fing'd his Furs by this time. Cat. Well there's now 
No time of calling back, or ſtanding till. | 
Friends, be your ſelves; keep the ſame Roman hearts 
And ready Minds you had yeſter-night. Prepare 
To execute what we reſolv d. And let not 
Labour, or danger, or diſcovery fright you. 
I'll tothe Army: you (the while) mature 
Things here at home. Draw to you any Aids 
That you think fit, of * of all Conditions, * 
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Of any Fortunes that may help a War. 
T'll bleed a Life, or win an Empire for you. 
Within theſe few days look to ſee my Enſigns 
Here at the Walls : Be you but firm within. 
Mean time, to draw an envy on the Conſul 
And givealeſs ſuſpicion of our Courſe, 
Let it be given out here in the City, 
That I am gone an innocent Man to exile 
Into Maſſilia, willing to give way 
To Fortune and the Times; being unable 
To ſtand fo great Faction, without troubling 
The Commonwealth : whoſe peace I rather ſeek, 
Than all the glory of Contention, 
Or the ſupport of mine own Innocence. 
Farewel the noble Lentulus, Longinus, 
Curius, the reſt; and thou, my better Genius, 
The brave Cethegus : when we meet again, 
We'll ſacrifice to Liberty. Cet. And Revenge. 
That we may praiſe our hands once! Lex. O ye Tales, 
Give Fortune now her Eyes, to ſee with whom 
She goes along, that ſhe may ne'er forſake him. 
Cur. He needs not her nor them. Go but on, Sergius. 
A valiant Man is his own Fate and Fortune. 
Lon. The Fate and Fortune of us all go with him. 
Gab. Sta. And ever guard him. 
Cat. I am all your Creature. 
Len. Now Friends 'tis left with us. I have already 
Dealt by Umbrenus with the Allobroges, 
Here reſiant in Rome; whole State, I hear, 
Is diſcontent with the great Uſuries 
They are oppreſs'd with : and have made Complaints 
Divers unto the Senate, but all vain. 
Theſe _ I have thought (both for their own Oppreſ- 
ons, 
As alſo that by Nature they're a People 
Warlike and fierce, ſtill watching after change, 
And now in preſent hatred with our State) 
The fitteſt, and the eaſieſt to be drawn 
To our Society, and to aid the War; 
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The rather for their Seat ; being next Bord'rers 
On 1taly ; and that they abound with Horſe : | 
Of which one want our Camp doth only labour. « 
And I have found 'em coming. They will meet | 
Soon at Sempronia's Houſe, where I would pray you 
All to be preſent, to confirm em more. 
The ſight of ſuch Spirits hurts not, nor the Store. 

Gab. I will not fail. Sta. Nor J. 

Cur. Nor I, Cet. Would I 
Had ſomewhat by my ſelf apart to do. 
I have no Genius to theſe many Counſels. 
Let me kill all the Senate for my ſhare, 
Il do it at next fitting. Len. Worthy Caius, 
Your preſence will add much. Cet. I ſhall mar more. 


SCENE V. 


Cicero, Sanga, Allobrages. 


Cic. The State's beholden unto you, Fabius Sanga, 
For this great care. And thoſe Allobroges 
Are more than wretched, if they had a liſt'ning 
To ſuch perſwaſion. San. They, moſt worthy Conſul, 
As Men employ'd here, from a grieved State, 
Groaning beneath a multitude of Wrongs, 
And being told, there was ſmall hope of eaſe 
To be expected to their Evils from hence, 
Were willing at the firſt to give an ear 
To any thing that ſounded Liberty: 
But ſince, on better Thoughts, and my urg'd Reaſons, 
They're come about, and won to the true fide. 
The Fortune of the Commonwealth hath conquer'd. 
Cic. What is that ſame Umbrenus was the Agent ? 
San. One that hath had negotiation 
In Gallia oft, and known unto their State. 
Cic. Are the Ambaſſadors come with you ? Sar. Yes. 
Cic. Well, bring 'em in; if they be firm and honeſt, 
Never had Men the means ſo to deſerve 
Of Rome as they. A happy wiſh'd occaſion, 


Ang thruſt into my hands for the diſcovery, 
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And manifeſt Conviction of theſe Traitors. 

Be thank d. O Jupiter. My worthy Lords, 
Confederates of the Senate, you are welcome: 

I underſtand by Quintius Fabius Sanga, 

Your careful Patron here, you have been lately 
Sollicited againſt the Commonwealth 

By one Umbrenus (take a ſeat I pray you) 

From Publius Lentulus, to be Aſſociates 

In their intended War. I could adviſe, 

That Men whoſe Fortunes are yet flouriſhing, 

And are Rome's Friends, would not without a Cauſe 
Become her Enemies ; and mix themſelves 

And their Eſtates, with the loſt hopes of Catiline, 
Or Lentulus, whoſe mere deſpair doth arm em: 
That were to hazard Certainties for Air, 

And undergo all danger for a Voice. | 
Believe me, Friends, loud Tumults are not laid 
With half the eaſineſs, that they are rais'd. 

All may begin a War, but few can end it. 

'T he Senate have decreed, that may Colleague 
Shall lead their Army againſt Catiline, 

And have declar'd both him and Manlius Traitors. 
Metellus Celer hath already given 

Part of their Troops defeat. Honours are promis'd 
To all will quit em; and Rewards propos'd 

Even to Slaves that can detect their Courſes, 

Here in the City, I have by the Prætors 

And T ribunes, plac'd my Guards and Watches fo, 

That not a Foot can tread, a Breath can whiſper, 

But I have knowledge. And be ſure, the Senate 
And People of Rome, of their accuſtom'd Greatneſs, 
Will ſharply and ſeverely vindicate, 

Not only any Fact, but any Practice | 
Or Purpoſe 'gainſt the State. Therefore, my Lords, 
Conſult of your own ways, and think which hand 
Is beſt to take. You now are preſent Suitors 
For ſome redreſs of wrongs ; I'll undertake 

Not only that ſhall be aſſur d you; but 

What Grace, or Privilege elſe, Senate or People, 
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Can caſt upon you worthy ſuch a Service, 
As you have now the way and means to do em, 
If but your Wills conſent with my Deſigns. 
All. We covet nothing more, moſt worthy Conſul. 
And howſoe er we have been tempted lately 
To a defection, that now makes us guilty : 
We are not yet ſo wretched in our Fortunes, 
Nor in our Wills ſo loſt, as to abandon 
A friendſhip prodigally of that price, 
As is the Senate's and the People of Rome's, 
For hopes that do precipitate themſelves. 
Cic. You then are wiſe and honeſt. Do but this then: 
When ſhall you ſpeak with Lentulus and the reſt ? 
All. We are to meet anon at Brutus Houle. 
Cic. Who? Decius Brutus ? He is not in Rome. 
San. O, but his Wife Sempronia. Cic. You inſtruct me 
She is a chief. Well, fail not you to meet em, 
And to expreſs the beſt Affection 
You can put on, to all that they intend. 
Like it, applaud it, give the Commonwealth 
And Senate loſt to em. Promiſe any Aids 
By Arms or Counſel. What they can deſire 
I would have you prevent. Only ſay this, 
You have had diſpatch in private by the Conſul, 
Of your Affairs, and for the many fears 
The State's now in, you are will'd by him this Evening, 
To depart Rome: which you by all ſought means 
Will do, of reaſon to decline ſuſpicion. 
Now for the more Authority of the buſineſs 
They ve truſted to you, and to give it Credit 
With your own State at home, you would deſire 
Their Letters to your Senate and your People, 
Which ſhewn, you durſt engage both Life and Honour, 
The reſt ſhould every way aniwer their hopes. 
Thoſe had, pretend ſudden departure, you, 
And as you give me notice at what Port 
You will go out, I'll have you intercepted, 
And all the Letters taken with you : So 


As you ſhall be redeem'd in all Opinions, 
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And they convicted of their manifeſt Treaſon. Z 
Ill Deeds are well turn'd back upon their Authors : 
And 'gainſt an Injurer the Revenge is juſt. 

This muſt be done now. All. Chearfully and firmly. 
We're they would rather haſte to undertake it, 

Than ſtay to fay ſo. Cic. With that Confidence, go: 
Make your ſelves happy, while you make Rome ſo. 

By Sanga let me have notice from you. All. Yes. 


SE ST E-NE VL: 


Sempronia, Lentulus, Cethegus, Gabinius, Statilius, Lon- 
ginus, Vollurtius, Allobroges. 


Semp. When come theſe Creatures, the Ambaſſadors ? 
I would fain fee em. Are they any Scholars? 

Len. I think not, Madam. 

Semp. Have they no Greet? Len. No ſurely. 

Semp. Fie, what do I here, waiting on 'em then, 

If they be nothing but mere Stateſmen ? Len. Yes, 
Your Ladyſhip ſhall obſerve their Gravity, 

And their Reſervedneſs, their many Cautions, 

Fitting their Perſons. Semp. I do wonder much, 
That States and Commonwealths employ not Women 
'To be Ambaſſadors, ſometimes ! we ſhould 

Do as good publick Service, and could make 

As honourable Spies (for ſo Thucydides 

Calls all Ambaſſadors.) Are they come, Cethegus ? 
Cet. Do you ask me? Am 4 your Scout or Bawd ? 

Len. O, Caius, it is no ſuch buſineſs. Cet. No? 
What does a Woman at it then? Semp. Good Sir, 
'There are of us can be as exquiſite Traitors, 

As e'er a Male-conſpirator of you all. 

Cet. I, at Smock-treaſon, Matron, I believe you; 
And if I were your Husband ; but when I 
Truſt to your Cobweb-boſoms any other, 

Let me there die a Fly, and feaſt you, Spider. 

Len. You are too ſowr, and harſh, Cethegus. Cet. You 
Are kind and courtly. [ld be torn in pieces, 
With wild Hippolytus, nay prove the death 

| Every 


> O11. 


Li 
O 
4 
O 
vw 
V 
H 
H 
O 
y ©; 
A 
wW 
H 
s 
D. 
M 
p + 
I 

O 


CATILINE. 83 


Every Limb over, ere I'll traſt a Woman 

With Wind, could I retain it. 

Semp. Sir, they'll be truſted 
With as good Secrets yet as you have any : 

And carry *em too as cloſe and as conceal'd, 

As you ſhall for your Heart. 

Cet. I'll not contend with you 
Either in Tongue, or Carriage, good Calyp/o : 

Lon. Th' Ambaſſadors are come. 

Cet. Thanks to thee, Mercury, 

That fo haſt reſcu'd me. Len. How now, Volturtius: 
Vol. They do defire ſome Speech with you in private. 
Len. Ol 'tis about the Propheſy belike, 

And promiſe of the 8iby/s. Gab. It may be. 

 Semp. Shun they to treat with me too! 

Gab. No, good Lady, | 
You may partake : I have told 'em who you are. 

Semp. I ſhould be loth to be left out, and here too. 

Cet. Can theſe or ſuch be any aids to us? 

Look they, as they were built to ſhake the World, 

Or be of Moment to our Enterpriſe ? 

A thouſand ſuch as they are could not make 

One Atom of our Souls. 'They ſhould be Men 

Worth Heaven's fear, that looking up but thus 

Would make Jove ſtand upon his Guard, and draw 

Himſelf within his Thunder; which, amaz'd, 

He ſhould diſcharge in vain, and they unhurt. 

Or if they were like Capaneus at Thebes, 

They ſhould hang dead upon the higheſt Spires, 

And ask the ſecond Bolt to be thrown down. 

Why, Lentulus, talk you ſo long? This time 

Had been enough, t' have ſcatter'd all the Stars, 

T” have quench'd the Sun and Moon, and made the World 

Deſpair of Day, or any light but ours. 

Len. How do you like this Spirit? In ſuch Men 
Mankind doth live. They are ſuch Souls as theſe 
That move the World. * I, though he bear me hard, 
yet muſt do him right, He is a Spirit 


Of the right Martian breed. Al Heis a Mars ? 
| Would 
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Would we had time to live here and admire him. 


Len. Well, I do ſee you would prevent the Con- 


ſul. 
And I commend your care: It was but reaſon, 
To ask our Letters, and we had prepar'd them. 
Go in, and we'll take an Oath, and ſeal em. 
You ſhall have Letters too to Catiline, 

To viſit him i' th' way, and to confirm 

Th' Aſſociation. This our Friend, Volturtius, 
Shall go along with you. Tell our great General 
That we are ready here; that Lacius Beſtia 

'The Tribune is provided of a Speech, 

To lay the Envy of the War on Cicero; 

That all but long for his Approach and Perſon; 
And then you are made Freemen as our ſelves. 


"> RCENE Vi. 


Cicero, Flaccus, Pomtinius, Sanga. 


Cic. I cannot fear the War but to ſucceed well, 

Both for the Honour of the Cauſe, and worth 

Of him that doth command. For my Colleague, 
Being ſo ill affected with the Gout, 
Will not be able to be there in Perſon ; 

And then Petreius, his Lieutenant, muſt 

Of need take Charge o' th' Army; who is much 
The better Soldier, having been a Tribune, 
Præfect. Lieutenant, Prætor in the War 
Theſe Thirty Years, fo converſant i' th' Army, 
As he knows all the Soldiers by their Names. 

Fla. They'll fight then bravely with him. 

Pom. T, and he 

Will lead 'em on as bravely. Cic. They've a Foe 
Will ask their Braveries, whoſe Neceſſities 

Will arm him like a Fury. But however 

Fi truſt it to the Manage and the Fortune 

Of good Petreius, who's a worthy Patriot: 
Metelias Celer, with three Legions too, 

Will ſtop their Courſe for Callia. How now, Fabius? 


San, 
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San. The Train hath taken. You muſt inſtantly 
Diſpoſe your Guards upon the Milvian Bridge: 
For by that way they mean to come. Cic. Then thither, 
Pomtinius and Flaccus, I muſt pray you 
To lead that Force you have ; and ſeize them all : 
Let not a Perſon ſcape. Th' Ambaſſadors 
Will yield themſelves. If there be any tumult, 
I'll ſend you aid. I, in mean time, will call 
Lentulus to me, Gabinius and Cethegus, 
Statilius, Ceparius, and all theſe, 
By ſeveral Meſſengers: who no doubt will come 
Without Senſe or Suſpicion. Prodigal Men 
Feel not their own Stock waſting. When I have 'em, 
Ill place thoſe Guards upon 'em, that they ſtart not. 
San. But what'll you do with Sempronia ? | 
Cic. A State's anger | | - 
Should not take Knowledge either of Fools or Women. 
I do not know whether my joy or care 
Ought to be greater, that I have diſcover'd 
So foul a Treaſon, or muſt undergo 
The envy of ſo many great Mens fate. 
But happen what there can, I will be juſt, 
My Fortune may forſake me, not my Virtue : 
That ſhall go along with me, and before me ſtill, 
And glad me doing well, though I hear ill. 


SCENE VIII. 


Pretors, Allobroges, Volturtius, Flaccus. 


Fla. Stand, who goes there? 

All. We are the Allobroges, ; 
And Friends of Rome. Pom. If you be fo, then yield 
Your ſelves unto the Prætors, who in name 
Of the whole Senate and the People of Rome, . 
Yet, till you clear yonr ſelves, charge you of PraQtice 
Againſt the State. Vol. Die Friends, and be not taken. 

Fla. What Voice is that? Down with 'em all. 

All. We yield, | 

Pom. What's he ſlands out,? Kill him there, F 
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Vol. Hold, hold, hold. 
T yield upon Conditions. Fla. We give none | 
To Traitors, ſtrike him down. Vol. My name's Yo/tur- 

tius, 

T know Pomptinius. Pomp. But he knows not you, 
While you ſtand out upon theſe trait'rous 'Terms, 

Vol. I'll yield upon the Safety of my Life. 

Pom. If it be forfeited, we cannot fave it. 

Vol. Promiſe to do your beſt. I am not fo guilty 
As many others I can name; and will, 
If you will grant me favour. Pom. All we can 
Is to deliver you to the Conſul. Take him, 
And thank the Gods that thus have ſaved Rome. 


. 


OW do our Ears before our Eyes, 

Lite Men in Mifts, 

Diſcover who'd the State ſurpriſe, 
And who refeſts ? 

And as theſe Clouds do yield to Light, 
Now do we ſee 

Our Thoughts of Things, how they did fight, 
Which feem'd i agree? | 

Of what ſtrange Pieces are wwe made, 

N bo nothing know; 

But as new Airs our Ears invade, 
Still cenſure ſo ? 

That now do hope, and now do fear, 
And now envy ; 

And then do hate, and then love dear, 
But know not why : 

Or if ave do, it is fo late, 
As our beſt mood, 

Though true, is then thought out of Date, 
And empty of Good. 

How have aue chang d and come about 
In every Daam, 
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Since wicked Catiline went out, 
And quitted Rome ? 

One while wwe thought him innocent ; 
And then ww accus'd 

The Conſul, for his Malice ſpent, 
And Power abu#d. 

Since that, we hear he is in Arms, 
Ve think not ſo * 

Vet charge the Conſul with our Harms, 
That let him go. 

So in our cenſure of the State, 

Me flill do wander; 

And make the careful Magiſtrate 
The Mark of Slander. 

What Age is this, where honeſt Men 
Plac'd at the Helm, © 

A Sea of ſome foul Mouth or Pen, 
Shall overwhelm ? 

And call their Diligence Deceit ; 
Their Virtue Vice; 

Their Watchfulneſs but lying in wait 
And Blood the Price. 

O, let us pluck this evil Seed 
Out of our Spirits; 

And give to every noble Deed 
The Name it merits. 

Left we ſeem faln (if this endures ) 
Into thoſe Times, 

To bwve Diſeaſe, and brook the cures 
Worſe than the crimes, 
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Petreius. [ The Army. 


Pet. FT is my Fortune and my Glory, Soldiers, 
This Day, to lead you on; the worthy Conſu! 

Kept from the Honour of it by Diſeaſe : 

And I am proud to have ſo brave a Cauſe 

To exerciſe your Arms in. We not now 

Fight for how long, how broad, how great, and large, 

Th' extent, and bounds o' th* People of Rome ſhall be; 

But to retain what our great Anceſtors, 

With all their Labours, Counſels, Arts, and Actions, 

For us, were purchaſing ſo many Years. 

The Quarrel is not now of Fame or Tribute, 

Or of Wrongs done unto Confed' rates, 

For which the Army of the People of Rome 

Was wont to move: but for your own Republick, 

For the rais'd Temples of th' immortal Gods, 

For all your Fortunes, Altars, and your Fires, 

For the dear Souls of your lov'd Wives and Children, 

Your Parents Tombs, your Rites, Laws, Liberty, 

And briefly, for the fafety of the World: 

Againſt ſuch Men, as only by their Crimes 

Are known; thruſt out by Riot, Want, or Raſhneſs, 

One ſort, Sy/la's old Troops, left here in Feſulæ, 

Who ſuddenly made rich in thoſe dire Times, 

Are ſince, by their unbounded vaſt Expence, 

Grown needy and poor; and have but left t” expect 

From Catiline new Bills, and new Proſcriptions. 

Theſe Men (they ſay) are valiant ; yet, I think em 

Not worth your Pauſe : For either their old Virtu 

Is in their Sloth and Pleaſures loſt; or, if . 
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It tarry with 'em, ſo ill match to yours, 

As they are ſhort in Number or in Cauſe. 

The ſecond fort are of thoſe City · beaſts, 

Rather than Citizens who whilſt they reach 

After our Fortunes, have let fly their own ; 

Theſe whelm'd in Wine, ſwell'd up with Meats, and 
weakned 

With hourly Whoredoms, never left the fide 

Of Catiline in Rome ; nor here are loos'd 

From: his Embraces : ſuch as (truſt me) never 

In riding or in uſing well their Arms, 

Watching, or other Military Labour, 

Did exerciſe their Youth ; but learn'd to love, 

Drink, dance, and ſing, make Feaſts, and be fine Game 
ſters : | : a 

And theſe will wiſh more hurt to you than they bring you. 

The reſt are a mixt kind, all ſorts of Furies, 

Adulterers, Dicers, Fencers, Qut-laws, Thieves, 

The Murd'rers of their Parents, all the Sink 

And Plague of 7aly met in one Torrent, 

To take, to. day, from us the Puniſhment, 

Due to their Miſchiefs, for ſo many Years. 

And who in ſuch a Cauſe, againſt ſuch Fiends, 

Would not now wiſh himſelf all Arm and Weapon ? 

To cut ſuch Poiſons from the Earth, and let 

Their Blood out to be drawn away in Clouds, 

And pour'd on ſome inhabitable Place, 

Where the hot Sun and Slime breeds nought but Mon- 
ſters? | 

Chiefly when this ſure Joy ſhall crown our ſide, 

That the leaſt Man that falls upon our Party 

This Day (as ſome muſt give their happy Names 

To Fate, and that eternal Memory 

Of the beſt Death, writ with it, for their Country) 

Shall walk at pleaſure in the Tents of reſt ; 

And ſee far off, beneath him, all their Hoſt 

Tormented after Life : and Catiline there 

Walking a wretched and leſs Ghoſt than he. 

I'll urge no more: Move forward with your * 4 
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And truſt the Senate's and Rome's Cauſe to Heaven. | 
Arm. To thee, great Father Mars, and greater Fove, 


SCENE II. 


Ceſar, Craſſus. 


C#/. I ever look'd for this of Lentulus, 
When Catiline was gone. Cra. I gave 'em loſt 
Many days fince. Cæſ. But wherefore did you bear 
Their Letter to the Conſul, that they ſent you 
To warn you from the City? Cra. Did I know 
Whether he made it? It might come from him, 
For ought I could aſſure me: if they meant 
I ſhould be fafe among ſo many, they might 
Have come as well as writ, Cæſ. There is no loſs 
In being ſecure. I have of late too ply'd him 
Thick with Intelligences, but they have been 
Of things he knew before. Cra. A little ſerves 
To keep a Man upright on theſe State-bridges, 
Although the Paſſage were more dangerous. 
Let us now take the ſtanding Part. Cæſ. We muſt 
And be as zealous for't, as Cato. Yet, 
I would fain help theſe wretched Men. Cra. You cannot: 
Who would ſave them, that have betray'd themſelves ? 


SCENE III. 


Cicero, Quintus, Cato. 


Cic. I will not be wrought to it, Brother Quintus. 
There's no Man's private Enmity ſhall make 
Me violate the Dignity of another. 
If there were Proof gainſt Cæſar, or whoever, 
To ſpeak him guilty, I would ſo declare him. 
But Quintus Catulus, and Piſo both 5 
Shall know, the Conſul will not, for their grudge 
Have any Man accus'd or named falſly. 

Qui. Not fallly : but if any Circumſtance, 
By the Allobroges, or from FYolturtius, 
Would carry it. Cic. That ſhould not be ſought by * 
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If it reveal it ſelf, I would not ſpare 
You, Brother, if it pointed at you, truſt me. 
Cato. Good Marcus Tullius, (which is more than great) 
Thou hadſt thy Education with the Gods. | 
Cic. Send Lentulus forth, and bring away the reſt. 
This Office 1 am ſorry, Sir, to do you. 


SCENE IV. 
The Senate. 


What may be happy flill and fortunate 
To Rome and to this Senate: Pleaſe you, Fathers, 
To break theſe Letters, and to view them round. 
Tt that be not found in them, which I fear, 
] yet intreat at ſuch a time as this, 
My diligence be not contemn'd. Have you brought 
The Weapons hither from Cethegus“ Houle? 
Pre. They are without. Cic. Be ready with Volturtius, 
To bring him when the Senate calls ; and ſee 
None of the reſt confer together. Fathers, 
What do you read? Is it yet worth your care, 
If not your fear, what you find practis'd there? 
Cz/. It hath a Face of horror! Cra. I'm amaz'd ! 
Cato. Look there. 
Syl. Gods! Can ſuch Men draw common Air? 
Cic. Although the greatneſs of the miſchief, Fathers, 
Hath often made my Faith ſmall in this Senate, 
Yet fince my caſting Catiline out (for now 
do not fear the envy of the Word, 
Unleſs the Deed be rather to be fear'd, 
That he went hence alive ; when thoſe I meant 
Should follow him, did not) J have ſpent both days 
And nights in watching what their fury and rage 
Was bent on, that ſo ſtay'd againſt my thought: 
And that I might but take em in that light, 
Where when you met their Treaſon with your Eyes, 
Your minds at length would think for your own ſafety. 
And now 'tis done. There are their Hands and Seals, 


Their Perſons too are ſafe, thanks to the Gods. : 
Bring 
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Bring in Yo/turtius and th' Allobroges. 

Theſe be the Men were truſted with their Letters: 
Vol. Fathers, believe me, I knew nothing: I 
Was travelling for Ga/lia, and am ſorry 

Cic. Quake not Vo/turtius, ſpeak the truth, and hope 
Well of this Senate, on the Conſul's Word. 
Vol Then I knew all. But truly I was drawn in 


But t'other day. Cæſ. Say what thou know'ſt, and fear 


ROt. 
'Thou haſt the Senate's Faith and Conſul's Word 
| [ He anſwers with fear and interruptions, 
To fortify thee. Vol. I was ſent with Letters 
And had a Meſſage too from Lentulus 
To Catiline that he ſhould uſe all Aids 
Servants, or others and come with his Army, 
As ſoon unto the City as he could 
For they were ready, and but ſtay'd for him 
To intercept thoſe that ſhould flee the Fire 
Theſe Men (th* Allabroges) did hear it too. | 
All. Yes, Fathers, and they took an Oath to us, 
Beſides their Letters, that we ſhould be free ; 
And urg'd us ſor ſome preſent aid of Horſe. 
Cic. Nay, here be other Teſtimonies, Fathers, 
| [The Weapons and Arms are brought forth. 
Cethegus' Armoury, Cra. What, not all thele ? 
Cic. Here's not the hundredth Part. Call in the Fen- 
cer, | 
That we may know the Arms to all theſe Weapons. 
Come my brave Sword-player, to what active uſe 
Was all this Steel provided? Cet. Had you ask'd 
In Sylla's days, it had been to cut 'Throats ; 
But now it was to look on only : I love 
To ſee good Blades, and feel their Edge, and Points, 
To puta Helm upon a Block, and cleave it, 
And now and then to ſtab an Armour through. 
Cic. Know you that Paper ? That will tab you through. 
Ts it your hand? Hold, fave the pieces. Traitor, 
Hath thy guilt wak'd thy Fury ? Cer. I did write 


I know not what ; nor care not : That Fool a 4 
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Did dictate, and I tother Fool did ſign it. 
Cic. Bring in Statilius ; Does he Know his hand too? 
And Lentulus, Reach him that Letter. Sta. 1 
Confeſs it all. Cic. Know you that ſeal yet, Publius ? 
Len. Ves, it is mine. Cic. Whoſe Image is that on it? 
Len. My Grand-father's. 
Cic. What, that renown'd good Man, 
That did fo only embrace his Country, and lov'd 
His Fellow Citizens! Was not his Picture, 
Though mute, of Power to call thee from a Fact 
So foul ? Len. As what, impetuous Cicero? 
Cic. As thou art, for I do not know what's fouler. 
Lock upon theſe. Do not theſe Faces argue 
Thy guilt and impudence? Len. Whatare theſe to me ? 
I know 'em not. All. No, Publius? we were with you 
At Brutus Houſe, Vol. Laſt night. gh 
Len, What did you there ? 
Who ſent for you? Al. Your ſelf did. We had Letters 
From you, Cethegus, this Statilius here, 
Gabinius Cimber, all but from Longinus, 
Who would not write, becauſe he was to come 
Shortly in Perſon after us (he ſaid) 
To take the charge o' th' Horſe, which we ſhould levy. 
Cie. And he is fled to Catiline I hear. 
Len. Spies! Spies! All. You told us too of th' Si 
Books, 
And how you were to be a King this year, 
The Twentieth from the burning of the Capitol, 
That three Cornelii were to reign in Rome, 
Of which you were the laſt : and prais'd Cethegus, 
And the great Spirits were with you in the Action. 
Cet. Theſe are your honourable Ambaſſadors, | 
My Sover'ign Lord. Cat. Peace that, too bold Cethegus. 
All. Beſides Gabinius, your Agent nam'd 
Autronius, Servius Sylla, Vargunteius, 
And divers others. Vol. I had Letters from you 
To Catiline, and a Meſſage, which I've told 
Unto the Senate truly word for word : 
For which I hope they will be gracious to me. 


I was 
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I was drawn in by that ſame wicked Cimber, 


And thought no hurt at all. Cic. Yo/turtius, peace. A 
Where is thy Viſor or thy Voice now, Lentulu: ? Ab 
Art thou confounded ? Wherefore ſpeak'ſ thou not? Bu 
Is all fo clear, fo plain, fo manifeſt, W. 
That both thy Eloquence and Impudence, M. 
And thy ill Nature too, have left thee at once? As 
Take him aſide. There's yet one more, Gabinius, — 


The Engineer of all. Shew him that Paper, 
If he do know it? Gab. I know nothing. Cic. No? Tt 
Gab. No. Neither will I know. Cat. Impudent Head! A. 


Stick it into his Throat ; were I the Conſul, Tc 
- I'd make thee eat the miſchief thou haſt vented. * 
Gab. Is there a Law for't, Cato? Cat. Doſt thou ask Ot 
Aſter a Law, that would'ft have broke all Laws Si 
Of Nature, Manhood, Conſcience, and Religion? Tt 
Gab. Yes, I may ask for't. Cat. No, pernicious Ti 
Cimter. Ar 

Th' inquiring after good does not belong By 
Unto a wicked Perſon, Gab. I, but Cato La 
Does nothing but by Law. Cra. Take him aſide. Tt 
There's Proof enough though he confeſs not. Gab. Stay, I T. 
I will confeſs. All's true your Spies have told you, Su 
Make much of em. Cet. Yes, and reward em well, Ye 
For fear you get no more ſuch. See they do not Ol 
Die in a Ditch, and tink, now you have done with em; Ti 
Or beg o' th' Bridges here in Rome, whoſe Arches Gr 
Their active induſtry hath ſav d. Cic. See, Fathers, W 
What Minds and Spirits theſe are, that being convicted T] 
Of ſuch a Treaſon, and by ſuch a Cloud Sh 
Of Witneſſes, dare yet retain their boldneſs ? Ot 
What would their Rage have done if they had conquer'd? Tl 
J thought when I had thruſt out Catiline, Tl 
Neither the State nor I ſhould need t have fear'd Ti 
Lentulus ſleep here, or Longinus fat, H. 
Or this Cethegus raſhneſs; it was he H. 
J only watch'd, while he was in our Walls, 1. 
As one that had the Brain, the Hand, the Heart. Ar 
But now we find the contrary ! Where was there In 
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A People griev'd, or a State diſcontent, 

Able to make or help a War *gainſt Rome, 

But theſe, th' Allobroges, and thoſe they found? 
Whom had not the juſt Gods been pleas'd to make 
More Friends unto our ſafety than their own, 

As it then ſeem'd, neglecting theſe Mens offers, 
Where had we been? or where the Commonwealth ? 
When their great Chief had been call'd home; this Man, 
Their abſolute King (whoſe noble Grand-father, 
Arm'd in purſuit of the ſeditious Gracchus, 

Took a brave wound for dear defence of that 

W hich he would ſpoil) had gather'd all his Aids 
Of Ruffians, Slaves, and other Slaughter-men ? 
Given us up for murder to Cethegus ? 

The other rank of Citizens to Gabinius ? 

The City to be fir'd by Cafius ? 

And 1taly, nay the World, to be laid waſte 

By curſed Catiline and his Complices ? 

Lay but the thought of it before you, Fathers, 
Think but with me you ſaw this glorious City, 
The Light of all the Earth, Tow'r of all Nations, 
Suddenly falling in one Flame. Imagine 

You view'd your Country buried with the heaps 

Of ſlaughter'd Citizens that had no Grave; 

This Lentulus here, reigning, (as he dreamt) . 
Cnd thoſe his Purple Senate; Catiline come 

With his fierce Army ; and the cries of Matrons, 
The flight of Children, and the rape of Virgins, 
Shrieks of the living, with the dying Groans 

On every ſide t' invade your Senſe; until 

The Blood of Rome were mixed with her Aſhes ! 
This was the Spectacle theſe Fiends intended 

To pleaſe their Malice. Cet. I, and it would 
Have been a brave one, Conſul. But your Part 
Had not then been ſo long as now it is: 

I ſhould have quite defeated your Oration, 

And lit that fine rhetorical Pipe of yours 

In the firſt Scene. Cat. Inſolent Monſter ! Cic. Fathers, 


Is it your Pleaſures they ſhall be committed 
. Unto 
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Unto ſome ſafe, but a free Cuſtody, 
Until the Senate can determine farther ? 

Sen. It pleaſeth well. Cic. Then Marcus Craſſus, 
Take you charge of Galinius: ſend him home | 
Unto your Houſe. You Cæſar, of Statilius. 

Cethegus ſhall be ſent to Cornificius : 

And Lentulus to Publius Lentulus Spinther, | 
Who now is Edile. Cat. It were beſt, the Prators 
Carried em to their Houſes, and deliver'd em. 

Cic. Let it be ſo: Take em from hence. Cæſ. But firſt 
Let Lentulus put off his Pretorſhip. 

Len. I do reſign it here unto the Senate. 

Cæſ. So, now there's no Offence done to Religion. 

Cat. Ceſar, twas piouſly and timely urg'd. 

Cic. What do you decree to th' A//obroges, 

That were the Lights to this Diſcovery ? 

Cra: A free Grant from the State of all their Suits. 

C2/. And a Reward out of the Publick Treafure. 

Cat. I, and the Title of Honelt Men, to crown em. 

Cic. What to FVolturtius? Cæſ. Life, and Favour's well. 

Vol. I ask no more. Cat. Yes, yes, ſome Mony, thou 

need' ſt it: | 
Twill keep thee honeſt ; Want made thee a Knave. 

Syl. Let Flaccus, and Pomtinius, the Prætors, 
Have publick Thanks, and Quintus Fabius Sanga, 
For their good Service. Cra. They deſerve it all. 

Cat. But what de we decree unto the Conſul, 

Whoſe Virtue, Counſel, Watchfulneſs, and Wiſdom 
Hath freed the Commonwealth, and without Tumult, 
Slaughter, or Blood, or ſcarce raiſing a Force, 
Reſcu'd us all out of the Jaws of Fate? 

Cra. We owe our Lives unto him, and our Fortunes. 

C2/. Our Wives, our Children, Parents, and our Gods. 

Sy]. We all are ſaved by his Fortitude. 

Cat The Commonwealth owes him a C:ivick Garland. 
He is the only Father of his Countrey. 

Cæſ Let there be Publick Prayer, to all the Gods, 
Made in that Name, for him. Cra. And in theſe words: 
For that he hath, by his Vigilance, preſorv'd * 
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Rome from the Flame, the Senats from the Sword, 
And all her Citizens from Maſſacre. 
Cic. How are my Labours more than paid, grave Fa- 
In theſe great Titles, and decree'd Honours ! (thers, 
Such-as to me, -firſt of the Civil Robe, 
Of any Man ſince Rome was Rome, have happen'd ; 
And from this frequent Senate; which more glads me, 
That I now ſee you've ſenſe of your own ſafety. | 
If thoſe good days come no leſs ——— to us, 
t Wherein we are preſerv'd from ſome t Danger, 
Than thoſe wherein we're born, and brought to light, 
Becauſe the gladneſs of our Safety is certain, 
Bat the condition of our Birth not fo; | 
And that we're ſav d with pleaſure; but are born 
Without the ſenſe of Joy : Why ſhould not then 
This Day, to us, and all Poſterity - 
Of ours, be had in equal Fame and Honour, 
With that when Romulus firſt rear'd theſe Walls, 
When ſo much more is ſayed, than he built ? | 
Cz/. It ought. Cra. Let it be added to our Faffi. 
: Cic. What Tumult's that? 
Fla. Here's one Targuinius taken, 
Going to Catiline, and ſays he was ſent 
By Marcus Craſſus, whom he names to be 
Guilty of the Conſpiracy. Cic. Some lying Varlet. 
Take him away to Priſon. Cra. Bring hum in, 
And let me ſee him. Cic. He is worth it, Craſſus. 
Keep him up cloſe, and hungry, till he tell 
By whoſe pernicious Counſel he durſt ſlander 
So great and good a Citizen. (Cra. By yours, 
I fear, twill prove.) Sy/. Some o' th* Traitors ſure, 
To give their Action the more Credit, bid him 
Name you, or any Man. Cic. I know my ſelf, 
By all the Tracts and Courſes of this Buſineſs, 
Craſſus is noble, juſt, and loves his Countrey. 
Fla. Here is a Libel too, accuſing Cæſar, 
From Lucius Ve#ius, and confirm'd by Curius. 
Cic. Away with all, throw it gut g' th' Court. 
E l. 
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Cæſ. A Trick on me too? Cie. It is ſome mens malice; Of 


I faid to Curius, I did not believe him. | 180 
| Ce/. Was not that Curizs your SPY, that had Th 
Reward decreed unto him the laſt Senate, | 10 
With Fulvia, upon your private Motion? To 
Cie. Yes. An 
Cæſ. But he has not that Reward yet ! Cic. No. Th 
Let not this trouble you, [Ce/er ; none believes it. You 
Cæſ. It ſhall not, if that he have no Reward. Th 
But if he have, ſure I ſhall think my ſelf If 
Very untimely and unſafely honeſt, We 
Where ſuch as he is, may have Pay t' accuſe me. Th 
Cic. You ſhall have no wrong done you, noble Ce/zr, I WI 
But all Contentment. Cæſ. Conſul, I am filent. — 
: ni 
SCENE V. 8 
Catiline. [ The Army, Ml bu: 
Cat. I never yet knew, Soldiers, that in Fight An 
Words added Virtue unto valiant Men; For 
-Or that a General's Oration made | But 
An Army fall or ſtand : But how much Proweſs, Th 
Habitual or natural, each Man's Breaſt In 
Was Owner of, ſo much in act it ſhew'd. He 
Whom neither Glory, or Danger can excite, Me 
"Tis vain i attempt with Speech; for the Mind's fear WI 
Keeps all brave Sounds from entring at that Ear. For 
J yet would warn you ſome few things, my Friends, An 
And give you Reaſon of my preſent Counſels. Th 
You know, no leſs than I, what State, what Point To 
Our Affairs ſtand in; and you all have heard Un 
What a calamitous Miſery the Sloth WI 
And Sleepineſs of Lentulus hath pluck'd 
Both on himſelf, and us; how, whilſt our Aids 
There, in the City look'd for, are defeated ; 
Our entrance into Gallia too is ſtopt: 
Two Armies wait us; one from Rame, the other e 
From the Gaul Provinces: And where we are, 


{Although I moſt deſire it) the great want 
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Of Corn and Victuals forbids longer ſtay. 
So that of need we muſt remove; — whither, 

The Sword muſt both direct, and cut the Paſſage. 

I only therefore wiſh you, when you ſtrike, 

To have your Valours and your Souls about you, 

And think you carry in your labouring Hands 

The things you ſeek, Glory, and Liberty, | 
Your Country, which you want now, with the Fates, 
That are to be inſtructed by our Swords. 

If we can give the Blow, all will be ſafe to us, 

We ſhall not want Proviſion, nor Supplies. 

The Colonies and Free Towns will lie open; 

Where, if we yield to fear, expect no Place, 

Nor Friend, to ſhelter thoſe whom their own Fortune, 
And ill-us'd Arms have left without Protection. 

You might have liv'd in Servitude, or Exile, 

Or ſafe at Rome, depending on the Great ones ; 

But that you thought thoſe things unfit for Men : 
And, in that thought, you then were valiant. 

For no Man ever yetchang'd Peace for War, 

But he that meant to conquer. Hold that purpoſe 
There's more necaſſity you ſhould be ſuch, 

In fighting for your ſelves, than they for others. 

He's baſe that truſts his Feet, whoſe Hands are arm'd. 
Methinks I ſee Death and the Furies waiting 

What we will do, and all the Heav'n at leiſure 

For the great Spectacle. Draw then your Swords; 
And if our Deſtiny envy our Virtue 

The Honour of the Day, yet let us care 

To ſell our ſelves at ſuch a Price as may 

Undo the World to buy us, and make Fate, 
While ſhe tempts ours, fear for her own Eſtate. 


SCENE VI. 


| The Senate. 
Sen. What means this haſty calling of the Senate ? 
Sen. Weſhallknow ſtreight. Wait till the Conſyl ſpeaks: 
em. Fathers Conſcript, 8 you of your , 
| 2 
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And what to do with theſe Conſpirators: ; 
Some of their Clients, their Freed-men, and Slaves, 
Gin to make Head: There's one of Lentulus' Bawds 
Runs up and.down the Shops, .through ev'ry Street, 
With Money, to corrupt the poor Artificers, 
And needy Tradeſmen, to their aid. Cethegus 
Hath ſent too to his Servants, who are many, 
Choſen, and exercis'd in bold Attemptings, 
'T hat forthwith they ſhould arm themſelves, and prove 
His Reſcue : All will be in inſtant Uproar, 
If you prevent it not with preſent Counſels. 
We have done what we can to meet the Fury, 
And will do more. Be you good to your ſelves. 

Cic. What is your pleaſure, Fathers, ſhall be done ? 
Syl/anus, you are Conſul next defign'd ; 
Your Sentence of theſe Men. $y/. Tis ſhort, and this. 
Since they have ſought to blot the Name of Rome 
Out of the World, and raze this glorious Empire 
With her own Hands, and Arms turn'd on her ſelf, 
J think it fit they die: And could my Breath 
Now execute *em, they ſhould not enjoy 
An Article of Time, or Eye of Light, 
Longer, to poiſon this our Common air. 

Sen. I think ſo too. | 

Sen. And I. Sen. And I. Ses. And I. 

Cic. Your Sentence, Caius Ca ſar. 

Cz/. Conſcript Fathers, 
In great Affairs, and doubtful, it behoves 
Men that are ask'd their Sentence, to be free 
From either Hate or Love, Anger or Pity : 
For where the leaſt of theſe do hinder, there 
The Mind not eaſily diſcerns the Truth: + 
I ſpeak this to you in the Name of Rome, 
For whom you ſtand; and to the preſent Cauſe: 
That this foul Fact of Lentulus, and the reſt, 
Weigh not more with you than your Dignity ; 
And you be more indulgent to your Paſſion, | 
Than to ycur Honour. If there could be found 
A Pain or Puniſhment equal to their Crimes, 


PR PALL FPIAA ID > rbMAywr} 5-H 


— 


NLS DCOCHt®}p 


— 


>» OT E559 


CATILINE. 101 


T would deviſe, and help: But if the greatneſs 
Of what they ve done, exceed all Man's Invention, 
I think it fit to ſtay where our Laws do. 
Poor petty States may alter, upon humour, 
Where, if they offend with anger, few do know it, 
Becauſe they are obſcure; their Fame and Fortune 
Is equal, and the ſame. But they that are 
Head of the World, and live in that ſeen height, 
All Mankind knows their Actions, So we ſee, 
The greater Fortune hath the leſſer Licence. 
They muſt not favour, hate, and leaſt be angry: 
For what with others is call'd Anger, there 
Is cruelty and Pride. I know Syllanus, 
Who ſpoke before me, a juſt, valiant Man, 
A Lover of the State, and one that would not, 
In ſuch a Buſineſs, uſe or Grace or Hatred ; 
I know too, well, his Manners and Modeſty : 
Nor do I think his Sentence cruel, (for : 
Gainſt ſuch Delinquents what can be too bloody?) 
But that it is abhorring from our State, | 
Since to a Citizen of Rome, offending, 
Our Laws give Exile, and not Death. Why then 
Decrees he that? *T were vain to think, for fear; 
When, by the diligence of ſo worthy a Conſul, 
All is made ſaſe and certain. Is't for Puniſhment ? 
Why, Death's the end of Evils, and a Reſt, 
Rather than Torment: It diſſolves all Griefs ; 
And beyond that, is neither Care nor Joy. 
You hear, my Sentence would not have em die. 
How then? ſet free, and increaſe Catiline's Army? 
So will they, being but baniſh'd. No, Grave Fathers, 
I judge 'em, firſt, to have their States confiſcate ; 
Then, that their Perſons remain Priſoners 
In the Free Towns, far of from Rome, and ſever'd; 
Where they might neither have Relation, 
Hereafter, to the Senate, or the People. 
Or, if they had, thoſe Towns then to be mulcted, 
As Enemies to the State, that had their Guard. 

Sen. Tis good, and honourable, Cæſar hath utter'd. 

E 3 | Cic. 


Could not do more, where it found leaſt reſiſtance ? 
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Cic. Fathers, I ſee your Faces and your Eyes 
All bent on me, to note, of theſe two Cenſures, 
Which I incline to. Either of them are grave, 
And anſwering the Dignity of the Speakers, 
The greatneſs of th' Affair, and both ſevere. 
One urgeth Death; and he may well remember 
This State hath puniſh'd wicked Citizens fo : 
'The other, Bonds, and thoſe perpetual, which 
He thinks found out for the more ſingular Plague. 
Decree which you ſhall pleaſe : You have a Conſul, 
Not readier to obey, than to defend 
Whatever you ſhall a&, for the Republick ; 
And meet with willing Shoulders any Burden, 
Or any Fortune, with an even Face, 
Though it were Death: which to a valiant Man 
Can never happen foul, nor to a Conſul 
Be immature, or to a wiſe man wretched. 
Sy]. Fathers, I ſpake but as I thought the Needs 
O' th' Commonwealth requir'd. Cat. Excuſe it not. 
Cic. Cato, ſpeak you your Sentence. Cat. This it is. 
You here diſpute on kinds of Puniſhment, 
And ſtand conſulting what you ſhould decree 
Gainſt thoſe of whom you rather ſhould beware: 
This Miſchief is not like thoſe common Facts, 
Which when they're done, the Laws may proſecute. 
But this, if you provide not ere it happen, 
When it is happen'd, will not wait your Judgment. 
Good Caius Cz/ar here hath very well, 
And ſubtilly diſcours'd of Life and Death, 
As he thought thoſe things a pretty Fable, 
That are deliver'd us of Hell and Furies, 
Or of the divers ways that ill Men go 
From good, to filthy, dark, and ugly Places. 
And therefore he would have theſe live, and long too; 
But far from Rome, and in the ſmall Free Towns, 
Leſt here they might have Reſcue: As if Men 
Fit for ſuch Acts were only in the City, 
And not throughout all 7ta/y; or, that Boldneſs 
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"Tis a vain Counſel, if he think them dang'rous: 
Which if he do not, but that he alone, 
In fo great fear, of all Men, ſtand unfrighted, 
He gives me cauſe, and you too, more to fear him. 
Iam plain, Fathers, Here you look about 
One at another, doubting what to do; 
With Faces, as you truſted to the Gods, 
That ſtill have ſav'd you; and they can do it: But 
They are not Wiſhings, or baſe womaniſh Pray'rs, 
Can draw their Aids; but Vigilance, Counſel, Action; 
Which they will be aſhamed to forſake. 
'Tis Sloth they hate, and Cowardiſe. Here you have 
The Traitors in your Houſes ; yet you ftand, 
Fearing what to do with em: Let em looſe, 
And ſend 'em hence with Arms too, that your Mercy 
May turn your Miſery, as ſoon as'tcan. 
O, but they are great Men, and haveoffended 
But through Ambition : We would ſpare their Honour, 
I, if themſelves had ſpar'd it, or their Fame, 
Or Modeſty, or either God, or Man: 
Then I would ſpare 'em. But as thingsnow ſtand, 
Fathers, to ſpare theſe Men, were to commit 
A greater Wickedneſs than you would revenge. 
If there had been but time and place for you 
To have repair'd this Fault, you ſhould have made it; 
It ſhould have been your Puniſhment, to have felt 
Your tardy Error: but Neceſſity 
Now bids me ſay, Let 'em not live an Hour, 
If you mean Rome ſhould live a Day. I've done. 
Sen. Cato hath =_ like an Oracle. 
Cra. Let it be ſo decreed. Sen. We are all fearful. 
Sy/. And had been baſe, had not his Virtue rais'd us. 
Sen. Go forth, moſt worthy Conſul, we'll aſſiſt you. 
Cæſ. I am not yet chang'd in my Sentence, Fathers. 
Cat. No matter. What be thoſe? Sen. Letters for Cæſar. 
Cat. From whom? Let 'em be read in open Senate. 
Fathers, they come from the Conſpirators; 
I crave to have em read, for the Republick. 
Cz/. Cats, read you it. Tis a Love letter, 


From 
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From your dear Siſter, to me: though you hate me, 
Do not diſcover it. Cat. Hold thee, Drunkard. Conſul, 
Go forth, and confidently.  Ce/. You'll repent 
This xaſhneſs, Cicero. Pre. Cæſar ſhall repent it. 

Cic. Hold; Friends. 

Pre. He's ſcarce a Friend unto the Publick. 

Cic. No Violence. Ce/er, be ſafe, Lead on. 
Where are the publick Executioners ? 
Bid 'em wait on us. On to Spinther's Houſe. 

Bring Lentulus forth. Here, you, the ſaid Revengers 
Of capital Crimes againſt the Publick, take 
This Man unto your Juſtice ; ſtrangle him. 

Len. Thou doſt well, Conſul. *T'was a Caſt at Dice, 
In Fortune's Hand, not long ſince, that thy ſelf 
Should'ſ have heard theſe, or other Words as fatal. 

Cic. Lead on to Quintus Cornificius' Houſe. 

Bring forth Cethegus. Take him to the due 
Death that he hath deſerv'd, and let it be 
Said, he was once, Cet. A Beaſt, or, what is worſe, 

A Slave, Cethegus. Let that be the Name 

For all that's baſe, hereafter ; that it would let 

This Worm pronounce on him, and not have trampled 
His Body into Ha! art thou not moved? 

Cic. Juſtice is never angry. Take him hence. 

Cet. O, the Whore Fortune, and her Bawds the Fates! 
That put theſe Tricks on Men, which knew the way 
To Death by' a Sword. Strangle me, I may ſleep ; 

I ſhall grow angry with the Gods elſe. Cic. Lead 
To Caius Cæſar, for Statilius. 

Bring him, and rude Gabinius out. Here, take em 
To your cold Hands, and let em feel Death from you. 

Gab. I thank you, you do me a Pleaſure. 

"Sta. And me too. 

Cat. So, Marcus Tullius, thou may*ſt now ſtand up, 
And call it happy Rome, thou being Conſul. | 
Great Parent of thy Country, go, and let 
The old Men of the City, ere they die, 

Kiſs thee, the Matrons dwell about thy Neck; 
The Youths and Maids lay up, gainſt they are WW 
nat 


ws. ola. tat. 


—ͤ . . ed at odd . c re ee 


What kind of Man thou wert, to tell their Nephews, 
. When, ſuch a Year, they read, within our Fafti, 
p Thy Conſulſhip. Who's this? Perreius? Cic. Welcome, 
Welcome, renowned Soldier. What's the News? 
This Face can bring no ill with't unto Rome. 
How does the iy Conſul, my Colleague ? 
Pet. As well as Victory can make him, Sir. 
He greets the Fathers, and to me hath truſted 
The ſad Relation of the civil Strife; 
For, in ſuch War, the Conqueſt ſtill is black. 
l Cic. Shall we withdraw into the Houſe of Concord? 
Cat. No, happy Conſul: Here let all Ears take 
The Benefit of this Tale. If he had Voice 
To ſpread unto the Poles, and ſtrike it through 
The Centre, to th' Antipodes, it would ask it. 
Pet. The Straits and Needs of Catiline being ſuch, 
As he muſt fight with one of the two Armies, 4 
That then bad near enclos'd him; it pleas d Fate 
To make us th' Object of his deſp'rate Choice, 
Wherein the Danger almoſt poiz'd the Honour: 
And as he riſe, the Day grew black with ham, 
And Fate deſcended nearer to the Earth, 
As if ſhe meant to hide the name of Things | | 
Under her Wings, and make the World her Quarry. 1 
At this we rous d, leſt one ſmall Minute's ſtay 
Had left it to be inquir'd, what Rome was: 
And (as we ought) arm'd in the Confidence 
Of our great Cauſe, in form of Battle ſtood : 
Whilſt Catiline came on, not with the Face 
Of any Man, but of a publick Ruin : 
His Count'nance was a civil War it ſelf ; 
And all his Hoſt had ſtanding in their Looks 
The Paleneſs of the Death that was to come. 
Yet cried they out like Vultures, and urg'd on, 
As if they would precipitate our Fates. 
Nor ſtay'd we longer for em: But himſelf 
Struck. the firſt Stroke ; and with it fled a Life, 
Which cut, it ſeem'd a narrow Neck of Land 
Had broke between two mighty Seas, and Sw. * 
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Flow'd into other; for ſo did the Slaughter: 
And whirl'd about, as when two violent Tides 
Meet, and not yield. The Furies ſtood on Hills, 
Circling the Place, and trembling to ſee Men 
Do more than they ; whilſt Piety left the Field, 
Griev'd for that Side, that in ſo bad a Cauſe 
They knew not what a Crime their Valour was. 
The Sun ftood ftill, and was, behind the Cloud 
The Battle made, ſeen ſweating, to drive up 
His 2 Horſe, whom ſtill the Noiſe drove back- 
ward. 

And now had fierce Eryo, like a Flame, 
Conſum'd all it could reach, and then it ſelf : 
Had not the Fortune of the Commonwealth 
Come, Pallas like, to every Roman thought. 
Which Cataline ſeeing, and that now his Troops 
Cover'd that Earth they ad fought on, with their Trunks, 
Ambitious of great Fame, to crown his III, 
Collected all his Fury, and ran in | 

Arm'd with a Glory high as his Deſpair) 

nto our Battle, like a Libyan Lion | 
Upon his Hunters, ſcornful of our Weapons, f 
Careleſs of Wounds, plucking down Lives about him, 
Till he had circled in himſelf with Death: — 
Then fell he too, t' embrace it where it lay. 
And as in that Rebellion gainſt the Gods, 
Minerva holding forth Medu/a's Head, 
One of the Giant-Brethren felt himſelf 
Grow Marble at the killing Sight, and now 
Almoſt made Stone, began t' inquire, what Flint, 


What Rock it was, that crept through all his Limbs, 


And, ere he could think more, was that he fear'd ; 
So Catiline, at the Sight of Rome in us, 

Became his Tomb : Yet did his Look retain 
Some of his Fierceneſs, and his Hands ſtill mov'd, 
As if he labour'd yet to graſp the State 

With thoſe Rebellious Parts. Cat. A brave bad Death! 
Had this been honeſt now, and for his Country, 
As *twas againſt it, who had cer fall'n greater? 
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Cic. Honour'd Petreius, Rome, not I, muſt thank You. 
How modeſtly has he ſpoken of himſelf ! 

Cat. He did the more. 

Cic. Thanks to the immortal Gods, 
Romans, I now am paid for all my Labours, 
My Watchings, and my Dangers. Here conclude 
Your Prailes, , hand Honours, and Rewards, 
Decreed to me : Only the Memory 
Of this glad Day, if I may know it live 
Within * Thoughts, ſhall much affect my Conſcience, 
Which I muſt always ſtudy before Fame. 
Though both be good, the latter yet is worſt, 

And ever is ill got, without the firſt. 


THE END. 
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